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The Feast of the Harvest 
and of the Freedom of Judah 




INTENSE animation reigned in 
and about Jerusalem. It was 
the seventh day, the culmi- 
nating celebration of the 
Feast of the Harvest and of 
the Freedom of Judah. King 
Hezekiah had formally repudiated the domi- 
nation of Nineveh, and refused to pay further 
tribute to Sennacherib. The anti-Assyrian 
movement indeed extended to all the vassal 
states of Palestine, and Hezekiah had ac- 
centuated his defiance by guarding as a cap- 
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tive Padi, King of Ekron, who, remaining 
loyal to the suzerain, had been deposed by 
his own subjects. The declaration of inde- 
pendence had filled the people of Judah with 
joy, for the annual tax had been a grinding 
burden to them, especially to the poor, upon 
whom, as usual, it fell most heavily; the 
consciousness that it might have to be up- 
held by force of arms had fired their martial 
ardour. 

Notwithstanding that the Assyrian mon- 
arch, roused by the quickly spreading spirit 
of revolt, had entered upon a campaign in 
Phoenicia and on the seacoast of Philistia, 
there was a fairly general belief that, realis- 
ing how great and powerful the Jewish nation 
had become, he would not attempt to reassert 
the suzerainty which had been so misguidedly 
invited by the king's father and predecessor, 
Ahaz. Hezekiah and his advisers, however, 
entertained no such illusions. They knew 
only too well that the mighty, warlike Sen- 
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nacherib, would, in due course, pick up the 
gauntlet and seek to take a terrible revenge. 
Every effort was to be put forth to prepare 
for the inevitable conflict. The wise men 
and councillors were divided upon the im- 
portant question of the advisability of enter- 
ing into an alliance with Egypt, the traditional 
enemy, between which country and Assyria 
there was growing hostility, but few, if any, 
doubted that alone and unaided Judea would 
issue triumphant from the proof. Never had 
the nation been so powerful and prosperous 
since the secession of the tribes of Israel. 
Then, in their mountainous country, with its 
intricate valleys and passes, the conditions 
were all against an invading army. Jerusa- 
lem on its lofty plateau was considered im- 
pregnable, the deep and precipitous ravines 
on the west, east, and south rendering the 
city inaccessible from those directions. 

Meanwhile the king, in council, had de- 
creed that the new era upon which the nation 
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was supposed to be entering should be com- 
memorated by the establishment of a feast to 
be held annually, and to be known as the 
Feast of the Freedom of Judah. Its first 
observance was to be made the occasion of a 
great national demonstration. The Feast of 
the Harvest, commonly called the Feast of 
Tabernacles or Booths, for which people from 
all over the country were accustomed to 
gather in the capital, being due, it had been 
deemed advisable, in order to make the 
patriotic event the more imposing, to merge 
the inaugural celebration of the Feast of 
Freedom with that of the Harvest, so that 
those from distant places might take advan- 
tage of the double opportunity. 

The people in great numbers had flocked 
to Jerusalem from the other walled cities, 
and from the vineyards and pastures through- 
out the land. The northern slope of the 
plateau was covered with the caravans of 
those unable to find or to afford accommoda- 
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tion within the walls of the capital, which on 
this seventh day of the festival presented a 
stirring and picturesque spectacle. Scarcely 
had the gates been thrown open at dawn, 
when the people camped outside began to 
wend their way through them, and those in 
the houses to appear in the open. The hu- 
man streams trended toward the Temple and 
the palace, where the principal official cere- 
monies were to take place. Soon every 
thoroughfare and open space was more or 
less congested. 

The whole city was in gala attire. Costly 
and gorgeous carpets and tissues hung at 
entrances and from window apertures. Fes- 
toons of great white and purple grapes, 
branches heavy with olives, figs, dates, pome- 
granates and other fruit, and sheaves of com 
preserved from the earlier harvest of cereals, 
adorned the city gates and watch-towers and 
the walls of houses, — the usual tint of which 
was red, — stretched from roof to roof and 
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encircled pillars. Bowers of foliage, — the 
booths, — made of the branches of olive, 
myrtle, pine, palm, and other trees, imparted 
an added note of gaiety to roof and house- 
court, and rendered the open spaces beautiful. 
Men and women were arrayed in their vest- 
ments of most brilliant colours, and every- 
body wore or carried a sprig or branch. 
Fards, well-oiled hair and beard, perfumes 
and fine linen, generally distinguished the 
denizens of the capital. The male toilers 
from vineyards and pastures were for the 
most part conspicuous in rude garments of 
goat and sheepskin, and the skins of wild 
animals, and — when they were not bare- 
footed — roughly hewed sandals; but the 
clothing of their women, if of coarser stuff 
than that of their sisters of the royal city, 
equalled it in gorgeousness of hues. Massive 
rings hung from ears, and lighter ones from 
many noses. Chains and jewelry adorned 
hair, necks, fingers, and stomachers. Brace- 
i6 
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lets, bangles, and anklets of gold, ivory, 
brass, and glass with many discs attached, 
tinkled with each movement of their wearers. 
On every hand was lavish display of the 
wealth accumulated by barter from the richly 
laden caravans that passed incessantly to and 
from Egypt and Nineveh and Babylon, be- 
tween which Palestine was so perilously sit- 
uated. From the rising of the sun the smoke 
of sacrifice had ascended in the Temple. 

The people were in joyous and enthusiastic 
mood. The appearance of a popular leader 
or high office-holder on his way to the palace 
would be followed by a roar of acclaim from 
the multitude that surged about the ap- 
proaches, which were kept by a strong guard 
of spearmen in shining coats of scale armour. 

Among those who pushed' their way 
through the crowd, from the lower city 
toward the palace in the upper city on the 
western hill, were two men who presented a 
most striking contrast. 

17 
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One was rather below the medium height, 
well advanced in years, and walked with a 
slight stoop. He wore a coarse brown and 
much soiled mantle of haircloth that dis- 
closed his bare shins, and wooden sandals of 
the commonest kind. His head was bald 
save for a few patches of grey hair above 
each ear. A short scraggy beard, almost 
white, enframed a face remarkable for its 
sallowness and high cheek-bones. Cold, 
restless, and supernaturally bright grey eyes 
peered from beneath somewhat heavy eye- 
brows. It was an austere physiognomy, 
rendered the more forbidding at that mo- 
ment by an expression of sour disdain that 
came into it as he gazed at the cheerful 
scene about him. 

His companion, on the contrary, was 

young and of imposing personality and 

great stature. He wore a tunic of purple 

cinctured with a bejewelled belt. Over it, 

and flung loosely back, was a mantle of 
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white and very fine texture. His sandals 
had uppers of delicate openwork leather 
which encased the legs almost to the knees 
and were laced with gold cord. His abun- 
dant black hair was long, and an equally 
strong beard of the same colour, and kept 
with care, set off a face that was frankly 
handsome and sympathetic. Emeralds, opals, 
and pleasant-dream-inducing amethysts glit- 
tered on many rings on his fingers. He also 
wore earrings of gold, massive but plain, and 
a wide gold bracelet on his right wrist, from 
which depended a seal of stone. His whole 
appearance was of nobleness and elegance. 
His eyes sparkled with aesthetic appreciation 
as they wandered over the kaleidoscopic 
crowd, above which he towered head and 
shoulders, and were raised in the direction of 
the palace, and then of the opposite hill, 
where the Temple reared its majestic pile. 

The men were Isaiah, Judah's glorious 
reformer, prophet, litterateur, and statesman, 
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the relentless enemy of luxury and display, 
the champion of the poor, and Naphtali, her 
favourite poet and singer. It was compati- 
bility of literary taste, not of humour, that 
had thrown these so dissimilar beings to- 
gether. The young giant revered the seer, 
at whose fount of wisdom and knowledge he 
had drunk. Isaiah loved his pupil and pro- 
t6g6 for his talents, and had used his influ- 
ence at court to insure proper recognition of 
Naphtali's poetic powers. Moreover, the 
young man's magnificent voice and skill 
as a harpist had endeared him to king, 
priests, and people, and as ** Naphtali, the 
Sweet Singer," he was known to fame even 
beyond the borders of his native land. Not 
alone in Jerusalem had he obtained his 
knowledge and culture, however, for he had 
travelled much in Egypt and Babylonia, and 
had drawn deeply from the lore and art of 
these great civilisations. 

As they made their way from the lower 
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city, where both resided, in the quarter of 

the merchants, the crowd opened to let them 

pass, and even the rustics from the valleys 

and mountains, who knew them not by sight, 

instinctively made way for them. Progress, 

I 
however, became more and more difficult as 

they proceeded, and the crowd noisier and 
more boisterous. A young girl of the people, 
attired in gaudy finery and wearing jingling 
bracelets and anklets that covered her arms 
to the elbows and her legs to the knees, 
stopped right in their path, and began to 
dance and beat upon a tambourine. Wrath- 
fully Isaiah seized the tire of brass in her 
hair and cast it to the ground. " Out of my 
path, hussy!" he roared, at the same time 
flinging her aside, and tearing ofif and tramp- 
ling upon some of the trinkets that had or- 
namented her neck and clothing. The girl, 
recovered from the astonishment caused by 
this attack, and not knowing who he was, 
retaliated with a torrent of shrill impreca- 
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tionsy and began to weep over her spoiled 
gewgaws. The people around, who also 
were ignorant of the old man's quality, and 
from his dress took him to be a mendicant, 
sided with the girl, whose antics had amused 
them, and, from merry, care-free sightseers, 
became instantly transformed into an angry, 
menacing mob. They set upon the prophet, 
but Naphtali, springing forward, swept them 
back as though they had been reeds, shout- 
ing, at the same time, in stentorian tones : 

** Peace ! Peace ! Make way for the great 
seer Isaiah ! " 

In an instant the tumult subsided, and the 
crowd opened with alacrity. At the same 
time somebody recognised the poet and 
raised the cry: 

*' Hail, Naphtali, the Sweet Singer ! '' 

The cry was taken up and repeated until 
it swelled into a great roar : 

« Naphtali ! Naphtali ! Hail, Naphtali, the 
Sweet Singer 1 " 
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The poet evidently was fond of the adula- 
tion of the people, for he beamed upon them, 
and his face flushed with pleasure. Isaiah's 
face had resumed its expression of disdain. 
The people from the provinces pushed after 
and about them, eager to look upon the two 
famous characters and to touch their robes, 
but they were nearing the portal of the great 
court of the palace and their progress was 
soon facilitated by a young captain of foot 
soldiers, who with some of his men hurried 
to their assistance. The soldiers with their 
long spears drove the crowd back and escorted 
the illustrious arrivals to the lines kept by 
the troops. 

" Such is popularity," laughed Naphtali, as 
the captain advanced toward them and sa- 
luted first Isaiah, with profound reverence, 
and then the singer with familiarity. " But 
for thine aid, my good Talmon, I fear we 
should have been too late for the audience." 

" Bah ! " exclaimed Isaiah, " what is pop- 
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ularity ? These people acclaim us and the 
new order of things, to-day as formerly they 
acclaimed Ahaz and the graven images. To- 
morrow they may curse us. Now they bow 
themselves down before the Eternal, and 
bring offerings to be burned upon His altars, 
yet in their hearts do many of them remem- 
ber Baal-Peor and Ashtoreth, and sigh for 
the orgies of the massebahs, the floral carpets 
and the olive groves. Nay, I know that the 
worship of the false gods is still practised ex- 
tensively in secret, and unless they repent 
and turn from their evil way3 the wrath of 
Yaveh will be kindled against His people and 
He will stretch forth His hand upon them 
and smite them.* He will let loose His thun- 
ders, and darkness and sorrow will come 
upon the land." 

" God forfend, O wise Isaiah, that aught ill 
should befall our beloved country ! " said Tal- 
mon, fervently. "This, I am assured, is a 
day of awakening for our people. The wor- 
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shippers of the false gods will see the error 
\ of their ways and renounce them. We shall 
be united under the guidance of Yaveh and 
of our great King Hezekiah, to the confusion 
of our enemies and the glory of Judah free 
and mighty in the sight of the nations." 

" May thy hope be realised, my son," said 
the prophet in softer tone. 

"Thou speakest as one inspired," said 
Naphtali, admiringly, gazing upon the flash- 
ing eyes and flushed cheeks of the ardent 
young patriot. " May thine arm be as strong 
in battle as are the love of country and the 
fear of Yaveh in thy heart." 

Talmon had escorted them to the gate and 
now took leave of them to return to his post 
of duty. Isaiah and Naphtali passed in 
through a lane of bowmen, and skirting the 
Hall of Judgment, crossed the great court to 
the House of the Forest of Lebanon, the 
hall of state and audience. The shadow of 
the gnomon indicated that it was very near 
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the noon hour. The court was crowded. 
Councillors, priests, judges, warriors, in gala 
attire, were arriving on foot, in litters, on 
horseback, and in chariots, with large escorts 
or unattended, according to their rank and 
station and means. 

Isaiah, amid all this pomp and circum- 
stance, was a conspicuous figure in his habili- 
ments of poverty. Some men who knew 
him not gazed after him in astonishment. 
Others, who hated him, sneered and laughed 
derisively among themselves. Many there 
were, however, some holding high rank at 
court, who greeted him with extreme defer- 
ence. Accompanied by Naphtali he entered 
the audience-hall. 

Seated on a throne of ivory, which was 
reached by six steps ornamented at each 
angle, as King Solomon's throne had been, 
by a crouching lion of brass, sat Hezekiah. 
He wore a robe of violet hue, over which was 
a short-sleeved tunic of white cloth covered 
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with gold embroidery, and held at the waist 
by a belt of massive gold. A dome-shaped 
turban of similar material, also heavily em- 
broidered with gold, and with a gold plaque 
in front, held in place by violet ribbons, was 
on his head. In his right hand he held a 
sceptre. His features were handsome, and 
his thin lips and somewhat square jaws de- 
noted energy and determination. 

Isaiah and Naphtali joined the procession 
of persons who passed in front of the throne, 
bowed before the king, and took their places 
to right and left in order of rank and pre- 
cedence. The obeisances over, the king con- 
ferred for awhile with favoured personages, 
among them Isaiah, whom he engaged in 
conversation earnestly and at some length. 
Then he descended from his throne, and 
with the whole brilliant company as his reti- 
nue issued into the courtyard and entered a 
chariot, a superb four-wheeled vehicle that 
shone like burnished gold and was drawn by 
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three prancing steeds. Two hundred and 
fifty mounted spearmen, wearing over their 
coats of mail green tunics embroidered on 
the breast with the lion of Judah, and with 
sprigs of myrtle attached to the heads of 
their lances, wheeled into position in front 
and on the flanks of the chariot, and amid 
the blaring of trumpets the royal procession 
set out for the ceremonies and sacrifices at 
the Temple. 

The king's suite was composed of the 
flower of the kingdom. Immediately pre- 
ceding the royal chariot was a captain of a 
thousand, the king's standard-bearer, mounted 
and carrying a great green flag with the lion 
of Judah in the centre. After Hezekiah rode 
or walked the chief captains of the army, 
councillors, judges, and other dignitaries of 
the state and royal household. Priests in 
their robes of festive ceremonial were fol- 
lowed by a band of youths, carrying two by 

two heavy branches of grapes and other fruit 
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suspended to poles, foot-soldiers, — bowmen, 
swordsmen, slingers, — and trumpeters blow- 
ing upon long straight brass hacoceras. 

The appearance of the cortege was the 
signal for a patriotic demonstration such as 
never had been seen within the walls of 
Jerusalem. The great multitude gathered 
in the upper city became excited to the point 
of delirium. Screams, shrieks, and hoarse 
roars of joy greeted the king and his green- 
clad escort as they emerged from the gate in 
the high wall of the palace, and the furore 
continued along the route, purposely made 
circuitous. Fathers and mothers held their 
children above their heads that they might 
see the sight. Men embraced each other 
and danced and yelled. " Hezekiah ! Judah ! 
Death to the Assyrian ! " was the universal 
cry. The soldiers keeping the way were 
overborne, and the entire mass of humanity, 
waving their branches of foliage, became a 

part of the procession and moved forward 
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with it. Similar demonstrations attended 
the return from the Temple to the palace. 
The official ceremonies ended with a ban- 
quet at the palace, where two thousand con- 
vives sat at long tables. They partook of 
veal, lamb, and venison, the animals roasted 
whole ; flesh of the same animals stewed in 
milk or water, and served with the broth 
apart ; the flesh of fowl roasted and boiled ; 
sea fish salted, and fresh-water fish broiled, 
boiled, and fried in oil ; pottage of leeks, 
onions, and garlic from Egypt ; mixed oil 
and honey, cakes of pressed figs and raisins, 
and fresh fruit of various kinds. There was 
native wine of grape and date, wine from 
Armenia and Elam — Bitati, Opis, Izalla, 
Helbon, Amabanu, Bit-Kubati ; wine from 
Egypt, and sikaru, a beer of Babylonian 
brew ; some of these being highly spiced with 
anise, coriander, and cummin. Garlands and 
loose flowers in profusion were provided for 

the guests, and perfumes and scented oils 
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were offered after each ablution. Jests and 
riddles added to the animation at the tables. 
Musicians played throughout the repast upon 
harps, triangular kinnors, zither-shaped kin- 
nors played with a plectrum, lyre-like nebels, 
and as6rs resembling gridirons; ougabs or 
bagpipes, nebulas, flutes of reed, wood and 
horn ; pipes, pan-pipes, triangles, and cym- 
bals. Beautiful women danced, rattling sis- 
tras and tambourines. 

But the clou of the evening was the song 
of Naphtali. At a sign from the king he 
rose, and two slaves brought to him a great 
harp of brass, the shaft of which was richly 
ornamented. The instrument was of his own 
invention. None like it had ever been seen 
or heard by man. Its cords were more nu- 
merous than those of any other known harp, 
and their sonorousness was such that the 
vast hall was filled with the music when, 
standing before the king's high seat, Naph- 
tali swept them with his fingers. 
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At the first sound a hush fell upon the 
company. Those who had not heard the 
poet play were stilled with awe. The music 
of the sweetest kinnor was a feeble tinkle 
compared with the majestic harmony of the 
harp of brass. It rose in a melody that now 
was soft, now thunderous, now slow, now 
tumultuous in its rapidity. The theme was 
reiterated in various keys. The listeners 
were swayed now to tears, now to solemn 
reverence, now to joyousness expressed in 
their smiling faces, now to excitement and 
enthusiasm that flashed in their eyes and 
impelled many to half rise from their seats 
with the desire to shout. 

The music stopped suddenly, to burst 
forth again into a prelude as of a distant 
host on the march. Nearer and nearer, 
louder and louder was heard the tramping, 
until the harmony, with perfect transition, 
developed into a magnificent martial paeon, 
and Naphtali in a grand deep voice, as 
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sonorous as his harp, sang of Judah glori- 
ous and triumphant, a shining light among 
the nations, queen of the world, with peace 
and plenty within her borders, through the 
valour of her sons and their devotion to one 
king and one God. 

Hezekiah, pale with emotion, rose from his 
high seat. As he did so every man sprang 
to his feet, and the entire two thousand, turn- 
ing toward the king, united in a chorus of 
formidable and long-continued shouts. 

The sight would have stirred the patriotic 
heart of Isaiah, had he been there, but the 
great prophet, who for so long had been 
the real power behind the throne, and had 
exerted that power to deter the king from 
the policy of defiance to Assyria and active 
participation in foreign affairs which the 
pressure of the chauvinist party had finally 
induced him to adopt, never participated in 
the festal ceremonies of the court. 

Naphtali, his head in a whirl with the 

38 



a The GATE of the KISS gg 

excitement and somewhat heavy with the 
spiced wines, slipped at last from the ban- 
quet-hall and the too pressing flattery of the 
banqueters and left the palace. The cool 
air fanned his brow deliciously as he stood 
and gazed round and down upon Jerusalem, 
whose habitations thickly dotted the upper 
city, which sloped away from him till it 
stopped at the edge of the valley, where 
the other half of the capital seemed to have 
dropped off, but continued its downward 
slope northward to the great walls that 
marked the limit of the populous lower 
city. The houses receded from him in 
tiers, save to the east, where a number of 
residences straggled up the Temple hill, 
below the confines of the Temple's sacred 
purlieu. 

The picture was a truly marvellous one, 
and its weird beauty drew from him an 
exclamation of admiration. It was a blaze 
of light against which the festoons of fruit 
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and foliage that stretched from house to 
house were outlined distinctly and darkly. 
Torches and lamps flickered in the bowers 
on the roofs and in the open spaces, and in 
every window aperture that was visible. A 
glare as of a conflagration brightened the 
lower parts of the houses, especially in the 
depth of the lower city. A confused mur- 
muring, the immense hum deadened by dis- 
tance, of a multitude in turmoil, was borne 
to his ears at intervals in the stillness of the 
night. 

The poet, his pulse beating high with the 
wine and excitement of the royal feast he 
had just quitted, and the expectation and 
curiosity aroused by the scene before his 
eyes, drew his mantle about him and started 
down hill. 

Jerusalem had passed the bounds and gone 
wild. Throwing off the restraint that she 
had imposed upon herself during the dozen 
years of Hezekiah's reform regime and the 
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domination of the priests of Yaveh, the 
royal city had abandoned herself utterly, 
wantonly, to the delirium of pleasure and 
excess ; even as a habitual drunkard who, 
having in an excess of virtue long refrained 
from strong liquors, succumbs in a weak 
moment to his craving and drinks himself 
to madness. 

It had been a day of excitement and pa- 
triotic jubilation, the jubilation of a people 
proud and confident in their strength, be- 
lieving that they were entering upon a new 
and great era in their history. 

The demonstrations of the day being over, 
the tired holiday crowds had turned their 
minds to the pleasures of eating and drink- 
ing. Of solid and liquid refreshment there 
was nor lack nor stint. Jerusalem kept 
open house for the occasion. All men were 
welcome in every dwelling and at every 
table. The rich gave lavishly of their 
abundance, and had dressed banquet boards 
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in the open for the benefit of the passer-by, 
at which slaves performed the service. The 
hospitable example had been emulated with 
alacrity and enthusiasm by all classes. 
Neighbour vied with neighbour. As if by 
magic tables had appeared in the streets. 
Wine and beer flowed freely. Every 
stranger within the city's gates found ac- 
commodation, and most of those who had 
come from afar remained to be entertained. 
As night descended, torches and lamps on 
the tables in the streets had at first illumined 
the scene. Then by degrees others had 
appeared at windows and on roof tops, some 
flaring in the open, some in the bowers where 
not a few family parties were being held. 
On all sides was heard music of harp and 
viol and tabret and pipe. Everywhere song 
enlivened the gaiety of the conversation. 
Wine that maketh glad the heart of man 
gradually made its influence felt, supplanting 
reason, and a contagious lust of debauch 
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spread among the revellers. Those opposed to 
the service of Yaveh — and they were a very 
strong minority — took advantage of the situ- 
ation to revive the orgies associated with the 
worship of the false gods. It was a riot of 
license. Its like had not been seen even in 
the palmiest days of the idolatrous reign of 
Ahaz. 

Naphtali, sobered and disgusted by it all, 
made his way with difficulty through the 
streets until he came to the market-place in 
the lower city by the great north gate, near 
which he resided. Here his passage was com- 
pletely barred. An infernal bacchanalia was 
in progress. A great crowd that filled the 
entire space, men and women who seemed to 
belong to all classes of the body social, in- 
cluding the denizens of the quarter of the 
courtesans, who evidently had turned out en 
masse, were dancing lascivious dances round 
a high improvised cone-shaped altar against 
which were heaped branches and bunches of 
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grapes and other fruit, decorations that had 
been torn from house fronts and piled pell- 
mell with gourds of wine and sikaru. A 
mire of trampled fruit and spilled wine covered 
the place. Shrieks of laughter, shouts, and 
yells mingled with the shrill sound of pipes, 
the jingling and drumming of tambourines, 
and the deeper drumming of tabours. There 
was a commotion on the opposite side of the 
place, a surging toward the centre, and Naph- 
tali saw a woman held aloft by many hands 
passed above the heads of the crowd and 
placed standing upon the altar. Immediately 
a great cry of " Ashtoreth ! Ashtoreth ! " 
went up. The dancing mob became frenzied. 
It was a hideous pandemonium. 

The woman who thus unceremoniously had 
been made to personify the goddess of love 
and fecundity was at least admirably suited 
for such a r61e. She was a magnificent 
creature. Her form probably was as near 
perfection as it is possible for that of a 
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woman of flesh and blood to be. It was 
plainly discernible through the semi-trans- 
parent material of her long white sleeveless 
robe, her only covering, and this had been 
torn in many places by the rough handling 
she had been subjected to. Her face, like 
her form, was very beautiful. Her long black 
hair was gathered up with heavily bejewelled 
combs. Rings, bracelets, and anklets of fine 
workmanship, set with sparkling gems, decked 
her fingers, arms, and ankles. Her little feet 
were bare. Evidently, Naphtali thought, she 
had been taken by force from some house to 
grace the revel. Yet her demeanour was not 
that of outraged modesty. She stood upon 
the pedestal proudly, with natural queenly 
grace, obviously conscious of her beauty, and 
he was not sure from the expression of ker 
face whether she was flattered, indignant, or 
disdainful. 

The mad crowd began casting their jewelry 

at her feet in the heap of fruit and wine 
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gourds, as they gyrated by with shouts and 
screams of "Ashtoreth! Ashtoreth!'* At 
length a man essayed to clamber up the pile 
of offerings and tear her robe from her body. 
She spurned him in the face with her foot, 
and he fell back. In an instant a score of 
men and women were fighting and struggling 
with each other to reach her and snatch the 
garment, and the yells and screams of the 
crazy and ever-growing mob became if possi- 
ble louder and more appalling. 

At this juncture a terrible commotion arose 
at the southern extremity of the market- 
place, not far from where the poet was stand- 
ing. He turned his head. On the top of a 
darkened house, but showing plainly in the 
light of the surrounding torches, stood the 
grim form of Isaiah, with hands stretched 
forth in a gesture of wrath and Imprecation. 
Below, the night watch, reinforced by a de- 
tachment of helmeted and breast-plated 
soldiers led by Talmon, had charged the 
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crowd, and they were smiting right and left 
with spear-staves and flats of swords wielded 
mercilessly. Seeing this, the young giant 
gave vent to his pent-up indignation and 
in turn hurled himself upon the people, 
swinging his arms like flails. He went through 
them like a whirlwind. Men and women were 
hurled against each other, thrown down pell- 
mell. Those who sought to oppose him 
dropped with a single slap from his powerful 
hand. 

Shrieks of laughter were changed to 
screams of terror and pain. The combined 
onslaught started a panic which was commu- 
nicated to the further extremity of the place 
without the people there knowing the cause 
of it. The pressure of those trying to flee 
before the soldiery became irresistible, and 
in a few minutes the immense crowd, like 
a herd of maddened cattle, was stampeding 
from the market-place in all directions. It 

was everybody for himself. Those who fell 
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were trampled in the mire. Altar and god- 
dess, overturned, were swept away in the 
human maelstrom. The soldiers pursued, 
shouting " Yaveh ! Yaveh ! *' and redoubling 
their blows. The seven days of festival, 
begun so auspiciously, ended in ignominy 
and disaster. 

Dawn was breaking when, the mob having 
been completely dispersed, Naphtali and 
Talmon met in the market-place and were 
joined by Isaiah. The -spectacle revealed by 
the brightening sky was indescribably horri- 
ble. It was as though a barbarous army had 
passed through the city, putting the inhab- 
itants to the sword. The market-place was 
littered with bodies. Many persons thrown 
down in the panic had been trampled to 
death. Others had been terribly injured, 
and lay in the disgusting mire groaning and 
writhing. Not a few had been maimed or 
knocked senseless by the blows of the sol- 
diers. Strong drink had abstracted for the 

43 



1 The GATE of the KISS % 

nonce the senses of others. In most of 
the streets repleted sleepers encumbered 
the ground amid the debris of tables, chairs, 
and couches, and of the decorations. Here 
and there curtains and hangings were 
charred and walls were blackened by smoke, 
showing that fires had been started by over- 
turned lamps and torches. Occasional 
torches, still smoking and spluttering, looked 
ghastly in the morning light, and imparted 
the finishing touch of dreariness to the scene. 

Isaiah, looking round upon it, wept and 
cursed Jerusalem, saying: 

" O Jerusalem, thou hast wrought lewdly. 
Thou hast fallen away and become a re- 
proach unto Judah and unto Yaveh. Woe, 
woe to thee, I say, for in the day of battle 
shall Yaveh hide His face from thee, and thou 
shalt be humbled unto the dust. Thou shalt 
grovel at the feet of the conqueror, and the 
finger of scorn shall be pointed at thee by 
the nations . . . 
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"Did I not tell thee that in their hearts 
they worshipped the false gods and regretted 
the groves ? " he added, turning to his com- 
panions. 

"Yes, but, after all, the people are like 
children and sheep," said Naphtali, apologet- 
ically. " They are easily amused and easily 
led. They were blinded by pleasure and 
wine, and it was easy for the cunning ene- 
mies of Yaveh to lead them from excess to 
excess. Sorrow and repentance will come 
with the realisation of the fault. The sins 
of the few ought not to be visited upon the 
many. The cause must be considered in 
weighing the effect.** 

" It may be as you say," assented Talmon, 
"but,** he continued, fiercely, "such a terri- 
ble example ought to be made of the few as 
to teach the rest to curb their passions in 
future, and be wary of those who would lead 
them from the path of rectitude to the altars 
of the false gods.** 

45 



1 The GATE of the KISS gg 

Small knots of soldiers were bringing in 
prisoners, and the young captain went away 
to issue orders, 

Naphtali accompanied the prophet home 
and recounted to him the incidents of the 
feast at the palace. 



Terrible was the wrath of Hezekiah when 
the details of the outburst in the market- 
place were reported to him, terrible the meas- 
ures of suppression that followed swiftly 
upon it. 

It was decided that the demonstration had 
been fomented by enemies of the state as 
a counter-coup to the Feast of Freedom ; 
that it was a dangerous movement fraught 
with menace to the safety of the country 
and the king s person, and must be stamped 
out at all costs and without mercy. Hezekiah 
issued a decree outlawing the leaders, who- 
ever they might be, and offering a reward 
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for their detection and capture. A high price 
was placed upon the head of the woman who 
had posed as the goddess. It was further 
decreed that the bodies of those who had 
been killed in the panic were to be dragged 
through the dung gate and cast upon the 
rubbish heaps outside the city for the dogs 
to devour ; and that those who had been made 
prisoners, both men and women, were to be 
put to death on the rubbish heaps and their 
bodies also left to the dogs. 

Seven days were set apart for public 
repentance and atonement. An altar was 
erected in the market-place on the spot 
where that of Ashtoreth had stood, at which 
sacrifices to Yaveh were offered daily dur- 
ing the period prescribed. Continuous sac- 
rifices were offered in the Temple. Great 
was the effusion of the blood of bullocks and 
sheep and goats. Not since the purification 
on the accession of the king, when he cut 
down the groves, smashed the brazen ser- 
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pent that Moses had made, and demolished 
the idols worshipped by Ahaz, had the Tem- 
ple been sprinkled with such a copious san- 
guinary dew. The people attended the sac- 
rifices in sackcloth and ashes, and joined 
aloud in the supplications of the priests that 
Yaveh would not visit the sins of the back- 
sliders upon the nation. Isaiah looked with 
great disfavour upon the sacrifices, but he 
appeared in the market-place, in the other 
frequented thoroughfares, and in the courts of 
the Temple, barefooted and wearing only a 
shirt. He thundered against the worship- 
pers of the false gods, prophesying that the 
people of Judah would meet the fate of their 
misguided kinsmen of Israel, and, stripped 
as he was, would be led away captive by the 
Assyrians unless they amended their ways. 

A reign of terror set in. Soldiers under 
command of Talmon made raids at all hours 
on houses in all parts of the city in search of 
idols and other evidence of the cult of the 
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false gods. Men and women, prompted by 
enmity or hope of securing blood-money, 
denounced each other as having been leaders 
or participants in the orgy. None was al- 
lowed to pass out of the city gates without 
a pass vis^d by Talmon. The prison was 
crowded to the doors with suspects. Scores 
were tried summarily, condemned, and exe- 
cuted forthwith. No attempt to secure con- 
clusive proof of guilt was made. Wailing and 
lamentation arose from one end of the city to 
the other and throughout Judea. Neighbour 
became suspicious of neighbour. The uni- 
versal terror pervaded the very atmosphere. 
Trade was practically suspended. The people 
were afraid to venture out of doors. 

For some weeks the persecution lasted 
relentlessly. Then the iron heel was lifted, 
the glaive was sheathed, and little by little 
the normal conditions of the city's life were 
reestablished, though the king's decree still 
remained in force. 
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Naphtali. 



HO was the mysterious woman 

who so fittingly had personi- 

\\/ 1^ fied the moon goddess at the 

orgy ? 

This was the question that 
continually presented itself to 
He had told himself again and 
again that it was a matter of no interest to 
him, yet he found himself recalling in detail 
every feature of her face, every contour of 
her superb form, and comparing her with 
other women who passed as being beautiful. 
He avowed that they were to her only as the 
lesser stars are to the star of the morning. 

He had never seen her at the court or in 
the Temple, or about the city, or in the quar- 
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ter of the courtesans. Were she a resident 
of Jerusalem the fame of her beauty would 
infallibly have reached him through the 
gossip of the gallants of the court, connois- 
seurs of feminine loveliness, for ever boast- 
ing of their conquests. He surmised that 
she must have come from some other city to 
attend the festal ceremonies, and have taken 
her departure immediately after the episode 
in which she had figured so prominently — 
unless perchance she had been trampled to 
death in the panic. But no, a price was upon 
her head, and had she been found among the 
dead he would have heard of it. 

The ordinary life of the city had been re- 
sumed, and the impressions of the night of 
horror had almost faded from his mind when 
he was brought into direct personal relations 
with the beautiful unknown under peculiar 
circumstances. 

It was his almost daily custom to ascend 
the Temple hill in order to commune with 
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his muse. It was a spot well calculated to 
appeal to his poetic imagination. From the 
eminence he could look down upon the lower 
city, across at the noble edifices of the palace, 
and out beyond the city walls on every side 
upon the mountains and valleys. The west- 
ern slope of the hill was occupied by resi- 
dences of wealthy citizens, surrounded by 
umbrageous parks and fragrant gardens. 
During the reign of Ahaz, groves of the idola- 
ters had flourished there, in the very shadow 
of the Temple of Yaveh, and a small temple 
to Ashtoreth had occupied a knoll, but had 
been demolished by order of Hezekiah when 
he ascended the throne. On its site a 
modest but spacious dwelling nestled in 
seclusion among the trees and shrubbery. 
It had been erected and was occupied by 
Hamutal, the childless widow of a money- 
changer. She was a familiar figure in the 
Temple, and was noted for her piety and 
charity. 
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Naphtali, in deep meditation, was passing 
near the house when he was confronted by a 
girl who bent before him. He recognised 
her at once as the dancer whose treatment 
by Isaiah on the day of the great festival had 
nearly precipitated a riot. 

" My lord is Naphtali, the Sweet Singer } '* 
she queried. 

"I am Naphtali, and men call me the 
sweet singer," he answered. 

"I, Vashti, am the handmaiden of Mir- 
aone the Radiant. My mistress fain would 
speak with my lord concerning a matter of 
grave moment, and beseeches that my lord 
will deign to hearken to her." 

" Where is thy mistress ? *' 

" If my lord will follow me I will lead him 
to her." 

She turned into a path that wound through 
the trees to the house of the Widow Hamu- 
tal, and Naphtali followed, wondering who 
Miraone the Radiant could be, and what was 
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the matter of such importance that she was 
so anxious to communicate to him. 

The girl led him into the house, through 
two spacious rooms, and, drawing a portiere 
of very thick and very heavy material, stepped 
aside. He entered, and the portiere dropped 
behind him. He found himself in a room in 
which, coming out of the glare of the sun- 
shine, he could at first distinguish little, for 
the light from the window apertures near the 
ceiling was subdued by deep red curtains 
drawn across them. As his eyes grew ac- 
customed to it, however, he saw that the 
room was furnished luxuriously. Rich rugs 
covered the floor. There were chairs of 
cedar and shittim wood inlaid with ivory, and 
sumptuous couches on which were piled soft 
cushions of gold-embroidered stuffs. In a 
corner stood a small table, the top of which 
was of porphyry and the legs of wood carved 
into winged lions. On it stood a vessel of 
bronze, containing a heavy perfume. Lapis 
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lazuli and ruby tinted tiles decorated the 
walls. 

There stood before him, as though she had 
issued from the ground, the goddess of the 
orgy. Naphtali started with astonishment, 
and involuntarily stepped back, exclaiming, 
as he did so : 

"Ashtoreth!*' 

She stood there for a few moments mo- 
tionless, parting with her arms a long veil of 
fine white silk that enwrapped her as a cloak 
and was fastened by a thin flat band of gold 
encircling her forehead. 

Naphtali gazed at her hesitatingly. Be- 
neath her drooped eyelashes she noted every 
expression of his face. 

He had been struck by her beauty in the 
unfavourable circumstances in which he had 
first seen her. His susceptible imagination, 
stimulated by the element of mystery sur- 
rounding her personality, had made her even 
more handsome, so that more than once she 
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had been an inspiration to his muse. But 
never had he pictured her so transcendently 
beautiful as she appeared to him now. Her 
bearing was no longer proud and disdainful, 
but shy, almost humble, and it but added to 
her seductiveness. 

"Thou hast said," she spoke at last, in 
soft, faltering accents ; " I am she upon 
whose head a price is set. How didst thou 
know } *' 

" I saw thee, — Ashtoreth." 

" Nay, I am named Miraone." 

" The Radiant ! '' 

"The Radiant. And seeing me thou didst 
remember me." 

" Thou art fairer than the goddess of love. 
To see thee were never to forget thee." 

"Thou makest mock of me," she said, re- 
proachfully, looking up and gazing straight 
into his eyes. " I am a pure woman. It is 
not thy flattery, but thine aid, I ask, O my 
lord. I am the most unhappy wight in the 
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world. If thou wilt be seated I will tell thee 
my story." 

She motioned to a couch and sat beside 
him with her back to the light, which fell full 
upon his face. 

"My father, Malchiah," she said, "was a 
merchant of Gibeah, rich, and zealous in the 
service of Yaveh. We came to Jerusalem 
for the Feast of Freedom, and he took ad- 
vantage of the journey to bring a caravan of 
merchandise, which he hoped to dispose of at 
a large profit. We put up a hostelry — 
where, I know not, save that it was in the 
lower city. All was very strange to me. 

"On the night of the great feast, being 
aweary with much walking about the city, 
and bewildered by the crowds which were 
denser and more numerous than a swarm of 
locusts, I was retiring, when a great tumult 
arose with shouting and laughter. Rough 
men entered my chamber, and, heeding not 
my cries nor the protests and lamentations 
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of my father, seized me and bore me away. 
My father appealed for help to those about 
us, but they scoffed at him. Then he smote 
the abductors. Furious, they turned upon 
him, threw him down, and beat him to death, 
and went on over his bleeding body. I felt 
myself lifted in the air. Many hands 
clutched at me, hurting my flesh. In a 
moment I was standing, almost paralysed 
by terror, in a glare of torches, and gazing 
upon a vast mass of howling people, who 
surged about me even as a field of corn that 
is swept by the wind. Then that on which 
I had been placed sank under me. I was 
borne away in a terrific press of hurrying 
people, and lost consciousness. 

" When I came to my senses I found my- 
self lying in a deserted street. Dragging 
myself to my feet, I tried to remember what 
had happened. I heard a shouting behind 
me; pale, unreasoning fear gat hold upon 
me, and I fled straight before me, and stopped 
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not until exhaustion clogged my limbs. Then 
grief for my father emboldened me, and I set 
out to search for his body. Alas! I could 
not find the place where he had fallen. Sick 
and fainting, I turned to a house for help. 
The people, roused from slumber, cursed me, 
and drove me thence with blows. Then 
despair bereft me of my senses, and I wan- 
dered on and on. 

" Daylight but added to my misery. My 
nudeness and dishevelment, and my wild 
looks, instead of exciting pity, brought me 
torment and derision. Boys and men fol- 
lowed me, pointing the finger of scorn at me, 
and crying that I was possessed of a devil. 
Some set dogs upon me. Some cast stones. 
I sank into a corner by a house, praying that 
death would end my suffering quickly." 

She passed her hands over her eyes as 
though to shut out the awful sight evoked, 
then continued : 

"A litter carried by four porters passed 
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by. The curtains parted, and a woman 
looked out. I stretched forth my arms ap- 
pealingly to her. She ordered the porters 
to put the litter down, and alighting, pushed 
through the crowd and came to me. She 
was the Widow Hamutal. What happened 
afterward was told to me when I awoke and 
found myself in bed in this house, with 
women watching over me, for, as she came 
to me, I fainted. My fearful condition moved 
her to compassion. She turned with scorn 
upon my persecutors, and upbraided them so 
that they slunk back ashamed. Then she had 
me lifted into her litter and brought me here. 

"Tenderly, with the care of a mother for 
her own child, Hamutal nursed my bruised 
flesh and comforted me in my grief for my 
father. When I was sufficiently recovered it 
was decided that I should rejoin the caravan, 
which had been camped outside the great 
north gate, and that my slaves should search 
for my father's body, and have it embalmed 
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so that I could take it back to Gibeah for 
sepulchre. 

*' When we reached the place of encamp- 
ment, lo ! the caravan was not, but wander- 
ing about, as one demented, and stopping 
people as they passed, to inquire of them 
concerning me, was my handmaiden, Vashti. 
Beholding me, she ran to me with a cry of 
joy, and threw herself at my feet, which 
she caressed, and bathed with her tears. 
Of all our slaves, she alone had remained 
faithful. I learned that after my abduc- 
tion she had sought for me in vain. In the 
hope that I might be with the caravan 
she had made her way to the camp, where 
she recounted the tragedy of my father's 
death and of my carrying off. The slaves 
held a consultation, saying, 'Malchiah, our 
master, is no more. Dead of a surety also 
is Miraone, his daughter. There is none to 
say us aye or nay.' They agreed that in- 
stead of returning to Gibeah, they would fly 
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with the caravan into Egypt. Vashti re- 
fused to join them. She could not believe 
that the breath of life had ceased to abide 
with me. She entreated them to help her to 
find me, but they reviled and beat her, and 
took their departure. 

"Sore, indeed, was my affliction at this 
further misfortune. Here was I a stranger in 
a strange city, penniless, with none to protect 
me. In my despair, I would have cast my- 
self down the mountain side. Hamutal and 
her servants and Vashti restrained me by 
force. When my calmness was restored so 
that I could heed the word of reason and 
wisdom, we took counsel together. It was 
proposed to make diligent inquiry for my 
father's body, and Hamutal promised to pro- 
vide a caravan and escort to Gibeah. 

"While pursuing our sacred quest, how- 
ever, we learned that I had been condemned 
and that a price had been put upon my head 
by the king's decree. Then did the cup of 
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my bitterness overflow. I cared not what 
became of me. I had no desire to live. I 
would have proclaimed my innocence and 
awaited the result with indifference. But 
the widow sent of God was greatly alarmed. 
She hurried me into her litter, drew close 
the curtains, and returned with all speed 
to the house, where, recking nothing of the 
danger she herself has incurred, she has since 
kept me from curious eyes. She explained 
that the decrees of the king are immutable ; 
that my lamentable history would not be 
believed, and if believed would be disre- 
garded ; that hundreds of witnesses, from 
expediency or greed of gain, would arise to 
swear falsely against me, for it was desired 
in the interest of the state to make a sensa- 
tional example of the leaders of the sect of 
Ashtoreth, and the public execution of the 
living asherah would be the most morally 
effective blow that could be struck at the 
recrudescing movement. 
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"Hamutal took me to her heart and 
would have me with her always. I have 
found in her a mother who has assuaged 
the smart of my sorrow. Affection has be- 
gotten affection, the more profound, the more 
sincere, from the consciousness of the risk 
she is assuming for my sake. She has made 
life once more sweet, and death loathsome 
to me." 

Miraone paused. Her strange tale of mis- 
fortune had been told with consummate art, 
yet with a patent ingenuousness that pre- 
cluded any suspicion of its relator's sincerity. 
Her eyes and face had reflected, emphasising 
indescribably, the emotions that vibrated in 
her voice — maiden shyness, alarmed mod- 
esty, wild terror, supplication, unutterable 
despair, tearful sorrow, infinite pathos; and 
her voice, low but distinct, musical, troti- 

I 

blantey had thrilled him, stirred him to the 
depth of his soul, filled his heart, that already 
had been impressed, with an immense pity 
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and an impulse to console. She was gazing 
at him now, timidly, expectantly. 

" What wilt thou of me .? " he asked, gently. 

She resumed : 

" Our position is one of great peril. If it 
were known that Hamutal is harbouring me 
the penalty for my benefactress would be to 
share my ignominious death. I cannot con- 
sent to this sacrifice. I would have fled from 
Jerusalem. Inquiries adroitly made have con- 
vinced Hamutal that I am safer in the royal 
city. And yet the slightest accident may 
betray us. 

" We decided, after lengthy cogitation, that 
the only thing to be done was to enlist the 
sympathy and aid of some one near to the 
king, having the power in the propitious 
moment to intercede, to soften his heart and 
obtain justice and clemency for his unhappy 
servant. But here perplexity and doubt con- 
fronted us. To whom could we appeal } The 
widow, alas ! has no friends in high places. 
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Only to the poor and the suffering is she 

known. In this extremity the word of hope 

— was it of wisdom ? — was put into the 

mouth of Vashti, my handmaiden. It was to 

throw ourselves upon thy mercy. 

"We had often marked thee on the hill, 

and seen that thou art of the great inspired of 

God. We learned that thou art the Sweet 

Singer, whose name is known to all men, 

who swayest at will the hearts of the mighty 

as of the lowly with thy poesy and the music 

of thy harp and of thy voice. Vashti, who 

has something of the sacred power of the 

seeresses, said truly that the light of truth 

and the blessed dew of compassion were in 

thine eyes, that nobleness was set upon thy 

brow. Report has it that thou hast slain 

lions and lifted mountains in thy strength, 

but that never has it been used to do scathe 

to any man, save in defence of the feeble and 

the helpless. We saw that Vashti*s counsel 

was good.*' 
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Miraone sank at his feet, her face in her 
hands. 

Naphtali, as great singers of all times ever 
have done, loved flattery, and it brought him 
still further under the spell of the enchan- 
tress, but he was troubled and astonished. 
He raised her. Her lips were quivering, 
tears were in her eyes. 

" Of a truth I know not what I can do," 
he confessed. " The widow spoke truly when 
she said that the king's decrees are immu- 
table, cannot be changed. The conspiracy 
of the sect of Ashtoreth is feared. I my- 
self know that the desire for thy capture 
is keen. Riches and favour in the sight of 
the king certainly will be the reward of him 
who shall denounce thy hiding-place." 

Rising from the couch, she gazed at him 
sorrowfully, and said very slowly, in tones of 
resignation : 

" Go, earn thy blood-money ! '* 

He made a gesture of injured protest. 
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Brusquely her resigned manner gave place 
to a paroxysm of anger and despair. She 
cast her veil from her as she rose, and stood 
revealed in all the seductiveness of fine di- 
aphanous, clinging draperies of white, in 
which glistened gold and silver threads cun- 
ningly interwoven. 

" So Miraone the Radiant must die ! " she 
exclaimed, with flashing eyes. ** Die in the 
fulness of her youth and beauty, die the 
ignoble death of a malefactor, execrated of 
all men ! " She bent her gaze full upon him, 
fascinating him as a serpent fascinates a bird, 
drawing his reason from him. "They will 
drag me through the highways, the blood- 
lusting, howling rabble will spit upon me, 
defile me with their hands, wound me with 
stones and staves. They will — Oh, in- 
famy ! Oh, horror ! Was it for this that 
the white flesh of these arms was moulded } 
Is this body offal to be cast upon a dimghill 
for snarling dogs to rend for food ? " 
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With a superb burst of passion, she tore 
open her draperies, disclosing her magnifi- 
cent bust heaving with the violence of her 
emotion. 

Naphtali, completely enmeshed, his last 
spark of reason gone, his blood on fire, 
leaped to his feet, thundering : 

** No, no, no ! As Yaveh lives, this thing 
shall not be ! " 

A gleam of triumph flashed in the woman's 
eyes as she bent her head, and with a move- 
ment of furtive chastity held her torn gar- 
ments together on her breast. 

** It cannot, shall not be," he repeated. 

Kneeling at his feet, she seized his hand 
and kissed it, glancing up at him the while 
with a look of infinite gratitude and humility, 
and murmuring : 

" My lord, my protector ! " 

" Aye, I will protect thee ! " 
How wilt thou prevent this iniquity ? " 
I know not ; but I will find a way, or thy 
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blood shall be upon my head. Let this be 
the token." 

He detached from his broad gold bracelet 
his seal, a small cylinder of stone engraved 
with a harp and his name, and handed it to 
her. 

" Verily thou art a god ! " she exclaimed, 
as she kissed the seal and hung it to a bangle 
upon her own wrist. ** Thy generosity is as 
boundless as the firmament, thy nobleness 
greater than a king's. Beside thee other 
men dwindle and are pygmies in mind as 
in stature. Favoured of Heaven is she 
who conceived thee. He who begat thee is 
blessed." 

"Ah, divine Miraone," said Naphtali, his 
voice trembling with love passion, ** thou art 
too fair to have been born of mortals. A 
rose in a celestial garden blended its amor- 
ous fragrance with the perfume of a lily. A 
sunbeam blessed the union, and thou, its 
fruit, the spirit of the flowers, wert wafted 
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by the south wind to earth, that men on see- 
ing thee might taste of the joy of the gods. 
But the nature of man is gross. Some there 
be who wantonly tread on flowers, knowing 
not that flowers, can feel and shrink from 
pain. Some there be to whom the stars of 
night have no meaning, who gaze at them 
without emotion. Some there be who know 
not love. What do they understand of beauty 
such as thine t " 

She had drawn back slowly as he spoke, 
with an expression of wonder that gradually 
had changed to ecstasy. Pleadingly he fol- 
lowed her. 

"What," he continued, "did I, even I, 
know of beauty ere I saw thee ? Thou hast 
opened mine eyes. Now is the secret of 
poesy and of the harmony in nature revealed 
to me. Now shall I commune understand- 
ingly with the spirit of the universe.'* 

She leaned against the wall as though for 
support, her hand pressed upon her heart. 
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He bent the knee before her in adoration, 
his arms outstretched. Suddenly she leaned 
forward and gazed down straight into his 
eyes, a look as of insatiable, ungovernable de- 
sire, of melting, maddening love in her own. 
Then she took him by the beard and kissed 
him on the mouth. But as he reached out 
to clasp her, she was gone. 

Whither t 

She had vanished from his sight as 
mysteriously as she had appeared before 
him. 

When he had recovered somewhat from 
his amazement, he rose hastily. Apparently 
she had passed through the wall. He felt all 
over it, but no trace of a door could he dis- 
cover. He rushed to the curtains of the 
window and pulled them aside. The bright 
light that streamed in afforded him no assist- 
ance. He pounded upon the wall. It ap- 
peared to be as solid as a rock. There was 

no issue from the room except by the door 
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that he had entered, and she certainly had not 
gone through that. 

He called to her, entreatingly : 

"Miraone, O Miraone, my life, come 
back ! " 

Thrice he appealed, emotion and longing 
vibrating in his voice : 

"Come back, O Miraone, my life, come 
back ! " 

But there was no answer. 

He went to the portiere and raised it, 
calling : 

"Vashti,Vashti, hither!'' 

The girl was standing there. She was 
very pale, but he did not notice it. 

" Where is thy mistress ? " he demanded. 

" I know not, O my lord," she answered. 

"She vanished as I was talking to her. 
Take me to her. I must see her." 

" I know not where she is to be found." 

" Thou liest," he said, furiously, gripping 
her arm until he almost crushed it. 
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She did not even wince. 

"Take me to her/* he said, releasing his 
hold and speaking more gently, "and I will 
give thee this.*' 

He took a purse of gold from his tunic, 
and tendered it to her. 

" Keep thy gold, O my lord,'* she said. " I 
cannot take thee to my mistress. I know 
not where she is.'* 

He returned to the room, searched once 
more in vain for any other exit, waited awhile, 
calling to Miraone without response, then 
with mingled wonder and chagrin departed. 

As he went out of the room, Vashti was 
still standing by the entrance. He threw the 
purse to her. She made no effort to catch 
it, and it fell at her feet. He passed into 
the sunlight without encountering another 
soul. 

When he had gone, Vashti gave way to a 
fit of uncontrollable rage, clenching her hands 
and trampling upon the purse as though she 
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would stamp it into the floor. Then she 
seized it, and raised her hand to hurl it out of 
the window. She suddenly thought better 
of it, however, and thrust the purse into her 
bosom. 
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APHTALI was utterly, hope- 
lessly infatuated with Mira- 
^^ w ^^^* -^fter their meeting, 
when he had recovered his 
self-possession and reason 
had returned, he had made 
a supreme effort to break her spell, im- 
pelled by a vague premonition of danger. 
He had tried coldly to analyse his passion, 
weigh it in the balance of the banal amours 
in which he, in common with all the young 
men of Jerusalem's aristocracy, had been 
accustomed to indulge. He found that he 
was unable to do so. Impressionable though 
he was, no woman previously had found more 

than a passing and superficial place in his 
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heart, no kiss had kindled the divine fire 
into more than a spasmodic flicker. Miraone 
had entwined his heart-strings about her ; her 
kiss had burned into his very soul. Awake, 
his thoughts were of her ; sleeping, she was 
the subject of his dreams. 

A woman had looked into his eyes, search- 
ing his soul, and straightway had filled to 
bursting his whole existence. The moun- 
tain torrents plashing and tumbling in their 
precipitate flight after the storm roared 
Miraone's name, the rills trickled it music- 
ally, the wind whispered it to the trees, 
which repeated it to each other until all the 
mysterious voices of the wood were blended 
and shouted " Miraone " to the laughing sky. 
Glorious beatitude! He tried to imagine 
the world without Miraone. He could not. 
The light went out of the sunshine ; the note 
of gaiety in the murmuring foliage became 
mournful, dirge-like ; all nature became dark. 
Whence came this wondrous power in woman 
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to enthral, to enrapture, to uplift a man be- 
yond the earth ? He did not know. He 
did not care to know. It sufficed that he 
savoured its ineffable felicity. 

This condition of his mind was exceed- 
ingly favourable to his poetic genius. His 
flights of inspiration were frequent and long 
sustained. His inmost self spoke in the 
music of his harp. But his periods of elation 
were checkered by moments of doubt and 
anguish, when he remembered her perilous 
position and the awful fate hanging over her. 
He had made a vow by Yaveh that this fate 
should not overtake her, but he did not 
know how he could prevent it. He had said 
impetuously and with conviction that he 
would find a way, but he had not yet found 
that way. 

His first determination had, in the buoy- 
ancy of his spirits, seemed easy of accom- 
plishment. Upon a propitious occasion he 
would sing to the king, and his song would 
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be of the sorrows and injustice suffered by 
a forlorn and beautiful maiden. It would 
unfold the misfortunes of Miraone without 
allusion to the incident of the orgy. It 
would be so pathetic, the music would 
breathe such feeling, that Hezekiah and all 
who might hear it would be moved to tears 
of pity. Then, this effect obtained, he would 
throw himself at the king's feet, apprise him 
that what was related in the song was a trtie 
story, explain how the hapless heroine was 
made the victim of the mad followers of 
Ashtoreth, and implore justice and clemency 
on her behalf. 

This plan appeared feasible and to be 
fraught with all the elements of success. On 
second thoughts, however, came the realisa- 
tion of the possibility that his action might 
be Miraone's, and therefore his own, undo- 
ing. The king never had been known to 
rescind a decree, nor to countermand an 
order, whatever the consequences. He ruled 
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upon the principle of infallibility. On learn- 
ing that she on whose behalf his pity had 
been excited was the goddess of the orgy, — 
even though she were the victim of force 
and uncontrollable circumstances, — his com- 
passion might be transformed into wrath, so 
intense was his feeling against the reaction- 
ary sect, having, as he had, good reason to 
fear that they were engaged in a conspiracy 
to overthrow him. Again, admitting that 
his heart were so touched that he might be 
disposed to pardon her, the counsels of his 
advisers, his emotion being passed, might 
prevail against her. In either event her 
doom was sealed, and he himself probably 
would be dragged down in her fall, even 
if he survived the shock of her fearful 
death. 

That any suspicion could be cast upon 
Miraone's story never entered his mind for 
an instant. He had been rather surprised 

at the r61e of benefactress assumed by the 
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Widow Hamutal, although just why her 
action should have excited the feeling he 
could not have explained. He knew abso- 
lutely nothing about the woman, but he had 
seen her frequently in and about the Temple, 
and his recollection of her appearance some- 
how, despite his reasons to be grateful for 
her kindness to Miraone, did not impress 
him favourably. 

Another torturing doubt that assailed him 
in the matter of appealing to the king — a 
purely selfish doubt — was that Hezekiah on 
seeing her might be dazzled by her beauty, 
become enamoured of her, and keep her for 
himself. Naphtali felt that he would rather 
see her dead than another's, even though 
that other were his king. 

There was the alternative of flight with 

her, momentarily entertained. Investigation 

that would follow would reveal his secret. 

This would mean that he would be outlawed 

as a traitor to the king to whom he owed 
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so much, that he would incur the curse 
of Isaiah, his revered mentor and master. 
Apart from these consequences, he could not 
reconcile himself to the thought of breaking 
with his honours and associations, of fore- 
going the high position he had won in the 
nation. Flight was out of the question, and 
he renounced all thought of it. 

Rack his brain as he would, he could hit 
upon no way out of the cruel dilemma. 

Meanwhile he had not dared to return to 
the widow's house. Every minute spent 
away from his beloved he begrudged as an 
age subtracted from his portion of supreme 
happiness. His heart was filled with long- 
ing, yet how could he face Miraone and say, 
" I have boasted in vain. I have done noth- 
ing ; I know not what to do " ? He did not 
even dare to go upon the Temple hill. 

At last he could stand it no longer. 

Yearning won the conflict with doubt and 

pride. He must sec her, tell her of his 
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doubts and fears, all that she had become to 
him, and win her indulgence. He took a 
lyre and, when night had fallen, made his 
way with quickly beating heart up to the 
house of the Widow HamutaL 
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STRANGE group was gath- 
ered in the room of the 
house of the Widow Ha- 
mutal where Naphtali had 
had his momentous inter- 
view with Miraone. Miraone 
herself reclined upon a couch. Pacing rest- 
lessly to and fro, stroking his beard, and 
stopping now and then to talk, was a tall, 
swarthy man, powerfully built and having 
every appearance of a soldier born to com- 
mand, as indeed he was. He was KalbA- 
Nadin, head of the espionage service of the 
Assyrian army. Seated in a chair, in the 
full light of a lamp, was an old man, white of 
hair and beard, whose thin countenance was 
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singularly expressive of cunning and energy. 
He was Shammah, a priest of Baal, and the 
prime mover in a conspiracy to depose Hez- 
ekiah and seize the power. Standing defer- 
entially near the couch on which Miraone 
was reclining was the Widow Hamutal. She 
was elderly, unprepossessing, and slightly 
bent. Although she passed as being ex- 
ceedingly charitable and a pious follower of 
Yaveh, avarice was her dominant character- 
istic, she was a fanatical worshipper of the 
false gods, and one of the cleverest spies in 
the pay of KalbS-Nadin. This was the 
source of the wealth that her husband was 
supposed to have bequeathed to her. An 
uninvited observer and listener was Vashti, 
who stood like a statue on the outer side of 
the portiere and missed not a word of the 
conversation. 

" It was a dangerous experiment," Kalb4- 
Nadin was remarking, "but justified under 
the circumstances, inasmuch as it achieved 
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its object of gauging the secret tendencies of 
a considerable portion of the community." 

"Yes," said Shammah, "the result was 
even more encouraging than we had antici- 
pated. No better opportunity could have 
presented itself, for the crowd was of people 
from all parts of Judea, and the success of 
the demonstration, coming at the conclusion 
of such a day, was all the more significant." 

" It was a success that came near ending 
in disaster for me," interposed Miraone, furi- 
ously. "If I were certain it was through 
thine agency that I was thus forcibly exposed 
to the excesses of that insensate mob I 
would cut thy shrivelled old heart out. It 
must have been thee. Few knew of my 
presence in Jerusalem, and none save thee 
then knew me as a priestess of Ashtoreth." 

" Nay, fair priestess, — or rather should I 

call thee goddess, — I swear that I am not 

to blame,' ' remonstrated Shammah, oilily. 

" Nathless I cannot help thinking that those 
86 



The GATE of the KISS fi 



who, struck by thy surpassing beauty, 
snatched thee by chance to make of thee 
an asherah were happily inspired. The sight 
of thee was the only thing wanting to drive 
the people to utter frenzy." 

" And hundreds of good partisans to their 
death.*' 

" Bah ! it was an indiscriminate slaughter, 
and involved, relatively, a small proportion of 
those who really were of our party.** 

"Yet terrorised the people so that thy 
propaganda is not likely to meet with much 
success for some time to come, and placed 
me in a position of dire peril. How can I 
take part in the rites of the cult of Ashto- 
reth, now th^t a reward is offered for my 
capture.^ I would not blindly trust myself 
to thy followers.*' 

" For the nonce it were the part of pru- 
dence for thee to remain in hiding. Thou 
art in no danger in this house with its secret 
passages. They could never find thee. Be- 
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sides, is not Hamutal, who knows all that is 
going on and hears all the gossip in the city, 
here to aid thee? I fain would have thee 
assist us in our rites, for I realise how great 
would be thine influence, but this, unfortu- 
nately, cannot yet be. As to the propa- 
ganda," he added, looking significantly at 
Kalb&-Nadin, "that is my affair, and I tell 
thee that the seed that has been sown will 
bear fruit abundantly at the proper season." 

"The outlook is encouraging to thee.?" 
queried the Assyrian. 

"Most hopeful. But will thy great lord 
Sennacherib the Terrible war against Heze- 
kiah now that he has defied him } " 

"I know not at this time what Sennach- 
erib the Magnanimous will do,'* replied 
Kalb4-Nadin, cautiously, "but this I may 
assure thee, thy party can continue to rely 
upon receiving his puissant moral support, 
and in all probability his material assistance 
when thou canst show that its strength and 
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organisation are such as to invest an attempt 
to depose Hezekiah with a reasonable pros- 
pect of success. Thou knowest that he has 
looked with interest upon this movement of 
thy people since the time when thou didst 
first make overtures to us. Continue to keep 
me informed of the progress of thine efforts 
through the medium of Hamutal, and I will 
keep in increasing touch with thee. Per- 
adventure shall I return ere long to Jerusa- 
lem. Meanwhile it were well for thy cause 
that nothing untoward befall our sublime 
priestess here, who is under my special pro- 
tection. When the worship of Ashtoreth 
shall again prevail thou wilt find her an ally 
of immensurable value, for she will rule thy 
sect as a queen. In her has Ashtoreth con- 
centrated her beauty, and the power of the 
goddess radiates from the priestess in her 
seductiveness." 

Shammah took the hint that the audience 
was at an end, and rose to go. 
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"Miraone shall yet perform our rites as 
the favoured priestess of Ashtoreth, in a 
great temple that shall flourish on the site of 
the courts of Yaveh," he said, with a covet- 
ous glance at her. Then bowing low, he mur- 
mured, " May thy sim god grant to the great 
Sennacherib and to thee everlasting life ; " and 
as he bent toward Miraone, " May thy beauty 
endure for ever, O incomparable priestess." 

"May Baal and Ashtoreth make thee 
mighty in Judah,*' responded Kalbi-Nadin, 
remaining haughtily erect. 

Miraone ignored the salutation. 

The arch conspirator went out, and the 
widow at a sign of dismissal from the warrior 
accompanied him. Vashti glided noiselessly 
away. 

Left alone with Miraone, Kalbi-Nadin 
strode to the portiere, pushed a sliding door 
in place, pulled back the heavy window cur- 
tains to let in the cool night air, and then 
drew a chair up to Miraone's couch. His 
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whole manner had changed. His haughti- 
ness had given place to easy familiarity. 

" Thy startling adventures at least have in 
nowise affected thy charms adversely," he 
said. " Meseemeth, * priestess/ thou art fairer 
than ever." 

" Then it is not the fault of Shammah, that 
old goat," she laughed, "for with all his 
honeyed denials I verily believe it was he 
who exposed me to the risk of losing my 
beauty for ever, and of being expedited to the 
regions of the biters of dust and eaters of 
mud. I am satisfied that it was not by 
chance, but by Shammah's design, that I was 
seized in the house thy spy Hamutal had 
prepared for me in the lower city ; for when 
the soldiers fell upon the mob, a body of men 
closed about me incontinently, and I was 
rushed clear through the mass, bundled into 
a closed litter and hurried to this house, 
where I have since been." 

"It may be as thou sayest. He is a 
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desperate man and treacherous, and is capable 
of resorting to any means to gain his ends, 
or even to gain an advantage. But we can- 
not afford to quarrel with him. He is too 
useful. He may even be able to help us 
from within when we besiege Jerusalem, if 
he can be led to expect that the fall of the 
city will mean the triumph of his party and 
the realisation of his insatiable ambition, 
which aims at wielding the power. Our experi- 
ence, however, has been that, while factions 
in a nation will wage a war of extermination 
against each other, they, with individual ex- 
ceptions, forget their mutual hatred when 
menaced by a foreign enemy, and unite to 
repel him. This may happen in the present 
case, but it is of no consequence. Hezekiah 
is a reformer and an organiser. Under him 
Judah was becoming too powerful, too in- 
dependent. It was our policy secretly to 
foster dissensions and undo Hezekiah's work 

by conniving at his overthrow by his own 
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people. That, Miraone, is good diplomacy. 
Now that he has rebelled openly against our 
suzerainty the success or insuccess of the 
sect of Baal and Ashtoreth is immaterial. 
We shall crush Judah and grind her into the 
dust, in such wise that she will cease to be 
a menace, or even a nuisance. But our plans 
for facilitating the conquest, about which no 
living soul in Judah save thyself must know, 
have been completely upset by Shammah's 
experiment, for now thou canst not parade 
thy beauty in the public places and ensnare 
with thy wiles — as thou didst ensnare me — 
the great of Judah, and worm from them 
what we want to know. I fear thy mission 
has failed, and that I shall have to try to 
come to terms with Shammah, though this 
I am reluctant to do, for I doubt if he is 
in a position to get what we want, even 
if he is to be trusted. It were well for 
thee to leave Jerusalem with me and return 
to Babylon." 
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"What if I have wrested success from 
faUure ? " 

" I cannot see how such a thing can be, — 
and yet I know that all things are possible 
to thee, sorceress that thou art.*' 

Miraone laughed low, exultingly. 

" What if I should have one of Judah's 
greatest men in my toils ? Wouldst thou bid 
me abandon this that I set out to do ? Nay, 
I have thy bond that great reward shall be 
mine. Thou hast promised me a palace in 
Nineveh and the favour of the king. It is 
written that the walls of the chambers of the 
palace shall be of lapis lazuli and emerald, and 
that the beds shall be of ivory and ebony." 

"And I will keep my promise and my 
bond. A courtesan thou wilt ever be, I 
suppose. It is thy destiny, and it is meet. 
Thou wert bom for the delight of man. 
Think what the success of thy undertaking 
means for thee. Upon the ruins of Judah, 
whence they told thee thou camest as a babe, 
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thou wilt rise in fame and splendour to shine 
in the mightiest and most magnificent city 
in the universe, the city of infinite riches. 
Apart from this, thou owest me a return for 
all I have done for thee. Remember that I 
took thee from the obscurity of a lowly mart 
of smiles in Babylon, where thy beauty was 
for barter, and made of thee what thou art. 
Never more wilt thou be reduced by necessity 
to haunting the temple of Mylitta, where 
first I saw thee. Have I not dubbed thee 
'priestess' thyself.? A swift decisive cam- 
paign for which I shall have the credit of 
preparing the way, the speedy fall of this 
inaccessible stronghold which much I fear 
could not be taken by direct assault, and 
might take years to reduce, mean much to 
me. Assyrian troops could hold such a place 
against any force for ever and aye." 

''I will earn the reward. It will, it must, 
be mine," said the woman, with flushing cheeks 
and sparkling eyes. 
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"Disguised I studied thoroughly the de- 
fences of the city as they now exist, and of 
which we have the plans/* continued the As- 
syrian. "What thou must get, in addition to 
other information of which I have instructed 
thee, is the plan of the inner defences, and 
especially any plans that may be made for 
assuring the city's water-supply. I will 
give thee minute directions before I re- 
turn to Nineveh, if I deem thy chances 
good. But who is thy captive, and what is 
his quality.?" 

" He is a favourite of the king, a prot6g6 
of the statesman Isaiah, a bard and a dreamer. 
His name is Naphtali, and he is called the 
Sweet Singer." 

" Sayest thou so } I have in truth heard 
much of him. Rumour has it that with the 
music of his harp he can move rocks and 
tame the wild beasts of the desert. How 
didst thou manage to catch him in thy net } " 

Miraone described her exploit in detail, and 
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related the story of her mythical misfortunes 
with which she had deceived the poet. 

"This giant, this god among men," she 
said, with a laugh, '' is as pliable in my hands 
as clay is in the hands of the potter." 

She displayed the token Naphtali had given 
to her. 

Kalb&-Nadin did not share her optimism. 

" If," he observed, " he should have secured 
thy pardon it would undo the mischief done 
by Shammah; but his intercession would of 
course lead to an investigation of thy tale, 
and — " 

"Thou art a leader and a judge of men, 
but thou dost not know the heart of man as 
I do. I oft have turned it inside out, probed 
it to its remotest recesses, wrung it dry. 
Neither hast thou the knowledge of all the 
ways of a woman with a man. Naphtali has 
not interceded." 

Kalbi-Nadin had listened to her revelations 
with mingled feelings of wonder, admiration, 
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vengefulness, and fear. "Thou art deadlier 
than the deadliest serpent, crueller than the 
goddess of death/' he soliloquised, mentally. 
** And to think that once for a space I loved 
thee, believing in my fool heart that thou didst 
love me ! Still, I would rather have thee my 
friend than mine enemy." Aloud he asked : 
" What is there to prevent him } " 
"Love and jealousy. He will apprehend 
the consequences of failure. Fear that in 
the event of success he may lose me will 
also restrain him." 

" How knowest thou } Thou sayest that 
he has not been here since." 

"That is pride. He will return. In his 
perplexity he may propose flight — " 
"Which thou wilt not consent to." 
" The idea of which I shall discourage. At 
first he will come here often, then more often. 
Finally, he will want to be with me always, to 
hide me in his house — and he is mine, soul 

and body." 
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" Good enough in the last resort ; but there 
is a better plan, shouldst thou find that his 
passion is not fugitive, if thou art sure thou 
canst hold him without the meshes of thy 
net being broken, if thy power be absolute. 
Make him strive for amnesty. Thou canst 
make him believe that it is to his vital inter- 
est. Amnesty would restore to thee thy 
freedom, and thy chances of success would be 
multiplied a hundredfold. It would also be 
immensely helpful to Shammah's conspiracy. 
In this scheme I can strengthen thy hand. 
It is not the pleasure of our lord Sennacherib 
to take vengeance upon Hezekiah until he 
has leisure. This will not be for many 
months. I, however, will mass troops at 
certain points so that Hezekiah will imagine 
that attack is imminent, and may be disposed 
to entertain the amnesty suggestion as a 
measure of policy, with the view of welding 
the nation so that it shall present a solid 
front. This accomplished, our demonstration 
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will end. The question is, will thy dupe 
return ? " 

" He will of a surety return," she affirmed, 
confidently. 

A sound outside the house caused them 
both to start. It seemed to be near the 
window aperture through which the stars 
could be seen glistening large and near in 
the violet night, and was of a harp being 
touched, gently. 

" He has returned ! " whispered Miraone, 
excitedly, springing from the couch and grasp- 
ing Kalbd-Nadin's arm. " Listen ! " 

The Assyrian rose to his feet. 

The music swelled a little louder and was 
accompanied by the voice of a man singing, 
softly : 

I wait for thee^ thou whom my soul so loves, 

A bulbul lonely in a paradise swooned with 
desire and her divine distress trilled in 
trist plaints to the inconscient moony which 
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unresponsive looked upon her pain^ nor 
deigned with ray of hope her anguished 
heart to cheer. 

So I with love oppressed faint and expire^ 
^en as a rose o^er languid with perfume 
droops on her stalk and craves the kindly 
dew that shall new ardour grve^ and 
waken her to life and Joy renewed to 
greet her lord the sun, 

I wait for thee^ thou whom my soul so loves. 

An expression of triumph was in Miraone's 
face as she gazed at Kalb4-Nadin. 

" What wilt thou do ? Wilt thou let him 
in ?'* he whispered. 

She nodded affirmatively, and slid back the 
folding-door. She led the way along a pas- 
sage into another room. Then returning, she 
clapped her hands, sharply, thrice. 

Vashti quickly answered the summons. 

'* Bid the singer enter," said her mistress. 
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LL Judea rang with the prep- 
arations for war. An ominous 
massing of Assyrian troops 
had been reported by the 
Jewish spies. Officers had 
been apportioned among the 
people, who were filled with bellicose ardour. 
Legions one thousand strong, of bowmen, 
spearmen, swordsmen, axemen, club-wielders, 
and stone-slingers exercised zealously. Every 
available craftsman was engaged in turning 
out spears, javelins, swords, arrowheads, 
shields, and armour. Weapons, horses, 
chariots, and other implements and para- 
phernalia of war were also secured from 
Egypt. Work upon the defences of Jeru- 
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salem and of the other guarded cities was 
pushed by night as well as by day. In the 
capital the transverse wall of the upper city 
that edged the dividing valley had been 
strengthened and extended so that this ele- 
vated section formed a separate stronghold, 
to which, in the event of the lower city being 
stormed, the defenders could retire and still 
hold out. On the outer side of the great 
north wall a wide and deep moat had been 
dug. Elaborate precautions were taken to 
prevent details of the defences and the con- 
dition of the city to withstand a siege from 
reaching the enemy. 

These precautions led to the capture of a 
spy, who, to the amazement and consterna- 
tion of the authorities, was found to be carry- 
ing a rough approximate outline of certain 
inner defences which had been contemplated, 
but had not yet been begun or even definitely 
decided upon. How the man could have ob- 
tained them was an extremely disquieting 
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mystery, for they were supposed to be known 
only to the captains specially charged with 
the defence of the capital, who had debated 
them in council. Of these was Naphtali, who 
had been made a captain of a thousand 
swordsmen and clubmen. The spy gave up 
his life under the most horrible torture with- 
out betraying his trust. A searching inves- 
tigation instituted by Talmon, who had been 
raised to high rank, and upon whom devolved 
the task of carrying out the defensive opera- 
tions, failed to furnish the slightest clew. 

Meanwhile, the amnesty project conceived 
by Kalbd-Nadin had failed utterly. Naph- 
tali at the outset had received the sugges- 
tion with doubt and repugnance, being con- 
vinced that the cult of the false gods cloaked 
a political movement aiming at the deposition 
of the king. But he was naturally broad- 
minded, as well as being under the complete 
domination of Miraone, and her subtle argu- 
ments, subtly made, at length induced him 
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to see the matter in the light she wished 
him to, — that in face of the common danger 
all internecine dilBferences were as nought, 
and that amnesty was a wise and patriotic 
concession under the circumstances, aside 
from the fact that it would avert the fright- 
ful peril hanging over her, which was a . 
source of perpetual dread and anguish to 
him. It had driven him, although the very 
thought of separation was unbearable, to 
implore her to seek refuge in another coun- 
try until, the war ended, happier days 'might 
dawn. She had turned a deaf ear to his 
entreaties, answering that separation from 
him would be worse than the fear of death, 
or, for that matter, than death itself, and, as 
usual, she had her way. 

Diplomatically he sounded Isaiah. The 
prophet proved to be implacably opposed to 
the mere idea of amnesty. He could see no 
alternative between conversion or extermina- 
tion. Others high in authority or influence, 
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to whom he had casually broached the sub- 
ject, manifested astonishment at the notion. 
They were of the opinion that it would be an 
unpardonable act of weakness that eventually 
there might be reason to regret. As it was, 
the repressive measures still in vigour were 
calculated to prevent effectually any recrudes- 
cence of the idolatrous and revolutionary 
sect. Nowhere did the suggestion meet with 
the slightest encouragement. On the other 
hand, his apparent advocacy of it, made, 
perhaps, in some instances, with incautious 
eagerness, caused some wondering comment. 

To Talmon, the ardent patriot and fanat- 
ically zealous servant of Yaveh, it afforded 
much food for reflection. Of late he had 
noticed a marked change in his friend. Naph- 
tali's varying moods — now he manifested 
unwonted elation, anon he was plunged in 
deep melancholy — denoted to his solicitous 
mind that the singer was oppressed by a 
weighty secret. He was at a loss to under- 
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stand his attitude on the question of amnesty. 
It worried him, and by continually thinking 
about it he began to suspect that it was 
prompted by some motive other than anxiety 
for the national welfare, though what this 
motive could be he could not imagine. In 
a fatal moment it was revealed to him. 

The siren Miraone, in all her scheming, 
had never considered Vashti otherwise than 
as a negligible quantity. She had not real- 
ised that the child who for years had been 
her constant attendant, her devoted, trusty 
slave through good and evil fortune, had be- 
come a woman, with a woman's heart and 
all a woman's passions. The slave had not 
noticed it herself until the transforming germ 
of love for a man had insidiously installed it- 
self in her heart, opening up new horizons to 
her. None could have suspected it, least of 
all the man who had awakened her virgin 
passion. That man was Naphtali. A slave 
of an ex-lowly harlot of Babylon ! A prince 
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of Judah! Who shall fathom the mystery, 
who make plain the enigma of love ? 

Vashti, spying for her mistress upon the 
poet as he meditated upon the Temple hill 
and wended his way about the city, had been 
smitten, and she nurtured her new-found, 
unimagined joy, dumbly, jealously, in secret, 
with the full consciousness of its prepos- 
terousness. She knew that she was not 
even beautiful, that she possessed no charm 
of form or feature that would make her, like 
her mistress, remarked among women. Her 
passion developed the form of a dog's devo- 
tion to its master. Even a slave was priv- 
ileged to worship the gods. It was permitted 
to her to adore this man who, it seemed to 
her, was as widely separated from her as 
were the gods themselves. 

But as her love for Naphtali grew, her 
devotion to Miraone diminished. It was not 
alone that love was lavished upon her mis- 
tress when she, the ignored slave, was eating 
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her heart out for one kind word, one kind 
look. She might have borne the wounds of 
jealousy and blessed him for them. Well 
she knew that Miraone did not love him, and 
when she became aware that he had not been 
ensnared for the sake of his gold, as others 
before him had been, but that he was being 
made the victim of a plot, the object of which 
at first was unknown to her, resentment was 
added to jealousy. She resolved to ascertain 
the nature of the danger that menaced him, 
and by adroit eavesdropping learned every 
detail of the conspiracy by which the down- 
fall of Judah was to be in part encompassed 
through Naphtali's unwitting instrumentality, 
which would involve his own ruin if discovery 
and destruction did not overtake him before 
the cataclysm could be brought about. Then 
resentment and jealousy were fortified by 
bitter hatred. Another factor tended to in- 
cline the girl's mind to desperate action. 

Vashti, like Miraone, was a Jewess by birth. 
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She had perhaps never before thought about 
her nationality. Her native land, of which 
she had remembered nothing, had not hereto- 
fore excited any sentiment whatever in her 
breast. Even the God of her forefathers was 
not her god, for she had been reared to fear 
the gods of Babylon. Apart from the acci- 
dent of birth she had nothing in common 
with the inhabitants of the country in which 
fortune had for the time being placed her. 
Now, however, it occurred to her that she 
was of the same nation as Naphtali. This 
seemed to bring her a little nearer to her 
idol, while by gradual extension it quickened 
a feeling of sympathy for her own people as 
against the Assyrians, their enemies. 

From the moment she had understood the 
situation in which Naphtali was placed, her 
one thought had been of how she could save 
him. Should she go to him and reveal the 
situation.? Her womanly intuition warned 

her that he would be incredulous of the word 
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of a slave, that she could adduce no reason 
for proving false to her mistress that would 
carry conviction with it, and that Miraone, 
whose hold upon him was absolute, and 
whose clever resourcefulness was without 
limit, would easily convince him that the 
charge was the conception of a disordered 
unagination. The consequences to herself 
would be terrible; worse than that, the sac- 
rifice would go for nought. 

Only one positively effective course ap- 
peared possible, — the elimination of the 
object of Naphtali's infatuation. With Mira- 
one out of the way he would be saved. At 
the same time one source of danger to Judah 
would be removed. Moreover, her mistress 
gone, she could implore Naphtali's protection, 
and out of the love he had borne Miraone he 
probably would take her into his household. 
Then she would always be near to him, he 
would speak to her, and she would have the 
joy of being able to minister to him and 
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watch over him. She would learn to know 
him so that she could anticipate his every 
wish. He might at length remark her devo- 
tion to him. He might The possibilities 

presented themselves in a perspective of 
mirificent day-dreams. The reward was 
worth the risk, but in order to attain it she 
must not figure in the removal of Miraone. 
Not even suspicion must be directed against 
her. After long cogitation she settled upon 
a plan of action : she would betray Miraone 
to the authorities. The opportunity was 
furnished when she learned that Naphtali had 
set out on a journey to Hebron on service 
for the king. 

Talmon, whose headquarters were in one 
of the vast buildings of the palace, was alone. 
Night had just fallen, and by the light of a 
lamp he was poring over war plans that were 
spread upon a table, when a soldier announced 
that a woman wished to speak with him. He 
ordered the man to show her in. 
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In a few minutes a slight female figure^ 
muffled up so that only her eyes were visible, 
stood before him. She was Vashti. 

"What wilt thou?" he asked, encourag- 
ingly. 

**The salvation of the land," tremblingly 
replied his visitor. "I can deliver into thy 
hands one of Judah's greatest enemies." 

" Ah ! " exclaimed Talmon, greatly inter- 
ested. 

"On one condition," continued the girl. 
"I seek no reward. I ask only that thou 
wilt swear by Yaveh not to demand who I 
am, nor ever seek to know, and that thou 
wilt never divulge the source of thine in- 
formation." 

The warrior frowned, and gazed intently 
at her, as though he would see through her 
face covering. 

" It may be necessary for me to know who 
thou art," he said. 

" Then I am dumb." 
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" I may have at hand the means to make 
thee speak." 

He turned toward a gong, and raised his 
hand as though to strike it. 

" It is useless," she declared, quietly. 
"Canst thou make this wood to speak? 
Besides, why shouldst thou seek to know 
who I am ? I came here to render a service 
to thee and to the state. I told thee, more- 
over, that I want no reward for it." 

"So be it," said Talmon, after pondering 
for a moment. " I swear that I will not seek 
to discover thine identity. Where and when 
is this terrible enemy to be found } " 

" This very hour. Thou must hie thee to 
the Temple hill, to the house of the Widow 
Hamutal. Approach unobserved, and noise- 
lessly. The door will open for thee, and I 
will lead thee to thy prisoner, whom thou* 
wilt take by surprise." 

" Shall I need many men } " 

" If thou fearest women." 
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" Women!'* 

" One of Judah's most redoubtable enemies 
is a woman." 

" Not the Widow Hamutal, peradventure," 
said the captain, sceptically. 

"Thy quarry is greater than the Widow 
Hamutal." 

"Who then is this enemy, and what has 
she done that thou shouldst denounce and I 
arrest her ? Where is thy proof ? " 

"Thou thyself hast long sought her. A 
price is upon her head." 

A light dawned upon Talmon, and his 
whole demeanour changed. 

" The goddess of the orgy ! *' he exclaimed. 

"The same." 

" How knowest thou } Many women have 
been denounced as the pseudo goddess by 
other women who fain would have satisfied a 
vengeance." 

"Didst thou see her? Wouldst thou 
recognise her again?" 
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'* Among a thousand." 

'*'Tis enough, then." 

" What is her name ? " 

'* I know not.'* 

'* But, tell me, how comes she to be in the 
house of the Widow Hamutal } " 

"That thou must discover for thyself. I 
do not know. I know only that she is there, 
and this, which I tell thee for thy guidance : 
When thou hast seen her, and satisfied thyself 
that she is the woman thou seekest, rush in 
and seize her, and do not release thy hold of 
her for one instant, for she has the power 
of vanishing as the light of a lamp that is 
blown out, and will escape thee." 

" She will never escape me once I lay hand 
upon her, even though she summon all the 
powers of darkness to her aid,'* thought 
Talmon. 

** Thou wilt take her this night } '* 

"Within the hour." 

" Then I have thy permission to withdraw.?" 
ii6 
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He nodded, and struck the gong. The 
soldier who had brought the girl before him 
reappeared. 

"Escort this woman so that she lose not 
her way in the labyrinth of the courts," 
directed Talmon. 

The captain buckled on his sword, and a 
quarter of an hour later left the palace, fol- 
lowed by three stalwart soldiers. 

They had scarcely left the precincts of the 

outer court when a man stole after them, and, 

unseen, dogged them down into the lower 

city, imtil the quarter of the vintners was 

reached. Then he vanished. He was an 

Assyrian spy. The system of espionage 

established in Jerusalem by Kalbi-Nadin, 

since war had been decided upon, was most 

elaborate and perfect, and minute precautions 

had been taken with a view of safeguarding 

Miraone and facilitating her escape, should 

this become necessary. Talmon's every 

movement, inside and outside of the palace, 
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was watched. No man could approach 
Hamutal's house without being shadowed. 
As Talmon and his soldiers ascended the 
dark eastern hill, several men, keeping out 
of sight, followed them. The soldiers pro- 
ceeded silently and cautiously, and when they 
reached the widow's house the captain sta- 
tioned them in the grounds, one on each side 
of the building and one in front of it, with 
instructions to hide among the foliage, seize 
anybody entering or leaving the place, and to 
rush in if he signalled by blowing a whistle. 
Then he stealthily approached the door. 

As he did so the form of a woman glided 
out of the bushes and joined him. She was 
Vashti, who had arrived at the same time. 
She bade him wait, and entered the house. 
In a moment she returned and opened the 
door. 

" The widow is in her room up-stairs, and 

cannot escape,'* she whispered. "The other, 

she whom thou seekest, is in yonder room, 
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where the light gleams through the hangings. 
Thou canst see her without being seen, and 
rush in and seize her before she knows of 
thy presence. Do not forget that on no 
account must thou release thy hold upon 
her." 

They crept on tiptoe to the portiere, and 
Vashti, peering in, saw a sight that chilled her 
heart with terror. Naphtali was there, and 
Miraone was in his arms. She had believed 
him to be still high up in the mountains, 
at Hebron. In betraying her mistress she 
had betrayed him ! 

Talmon could hardly suppress an exclama- 
tion of astonishment, hardly credit the evi- 
dence of his own eyes. 

" It is she, the asherah, beyond a doubt," 
he muttered, " and in the arms of Naphtali ! 
What does this mean } What is this mys- 
tery ? " 

Then, like a flash, came the revelation of 
the motive for Naphtali's advocacy of am- 
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nesty, and it engendered the awful suspicion 
that he must be a secret worshipper of the 
false gods, and a traitor to the king. The 
hot blood mounted to Talmon's head. He 
loved Naphtali as a brother, but in his 
stern sense of patriotism it would have 
made no difference had the poet really 
been his brother; he would have done his 
duty as he saw it. He drew his sword. 

" No, no, not the man ! '* implored the 
terrified Vashti, clinging to his sword-arm. 
He shook her roughly from him, and rushed 
into the room. 

Distracted, bitterly repenting of her trea- 
son, Vashti sped up-stairs to Hamutal, and 
burst into her room, exclaiming: 

"The soldiers are upon us ! " 

Talmon had seized Miraone's wrist in a 
grip of steel with his left hand before she 
or Naphtali, taken completely by surprise, 
understood what had happened, and facing 
Naphtali, who had stepped back, he touched 
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him with his sword, and said in a sharp, 
harsh voice : 

"Thou art my prisoner! In the king's 
name ! " 

Miraone uttered a little scream of terror. 

Naphtali was positively livid. The dread- 
ful consequences of the discovery — even 
though, as he supposed, Miraone was guilt- 
less of any wrong-doing — appeared to him 
with the quickness of thought. His mind 
dwelt little upon the degradation and ruin in 
which, he realised, he himself was. about to 
be plunged. His thoughts were of the 
frightful doom that at last was overtaking 
Miraone. 

He essayed to reason with Talmon. As 
well might he have tried to argue with a 
rock. The soldier cut short all his attempts 
at explanation. 

"I am thy captor, not thy judge. I do 
not want to hear thee, Naphtali." 

So saying, he drew a whistle and raised it 
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to his lips to summon his men. Before he 
could blow it, Naphtali threw himself upon 
him and wrenched it out of his hand. The 
poet felt that he must save Miraone at all 
hazards, and had become desperate to the 
point of madness. 

A terrific struggle ensued. Talmon was a 
powerful man, but great as was his strength 
he was no match for his gigantic opponent, 
who in an instant forced him to drop his 
sword and release Miraone. Then clasping 
him round the arms and body, he crushed 
him till, gasping with agony, Talmon dropped 
upon one knee, and was at his mercy. So 
sudden and so fierce had been the onslaught 
that the captain had scarcely had time to 
utter a cry that was stifled in the bear-like 
embrace. 

As Naphtali, bending thus, held his ad- 
versary helpless, Hamutal appeared at the 
entrance. The old woman's hair was di- 
shevelled, her eyes were dilated with fear. 
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She looked like a Fury escaped from Hades. 
Quickly she grasped the situation, and, dart- 
ing forward, before Naphtali, whose back was 
toward her, even knew of her presence, she 
plunged a long knife in Talmon's back. His 
body stiffened convulsively in the poet's 
arms, and then became limp. Naphtali, with 
a cry of horror, released his hold, and Tal- 
mon sank to the floor, rolled over, and lay 
motionless. 

It was a minute or two before Naphtali 
could comprehend the fact that murder had 
been committed. Stunned, he gazed at the 
bleeding form at his feet, then knelt and 
raised it in his arms. He sought to stanch 
the Sanguinary flow. Then he pressed his 
hand on Talmon's heart, and found that he 
was dead. 

" Where are the other soldiers } " wildly 

demanded Hamutal, who stood as though at 

bay, with the bloody knife outpointed. 

Miraone, on being released by Talmon, 
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had hastily retreated to the wall, and stood 
watching the struggle with her hand touch- 
ing the spring of a secret revolving door, 
— the door through which she had vanished 
so mysteriously on the occasion of Naphtali's 
first visit. 

The hag's exclamation recalled Naphtali 
to a sense of their danger, and picking up 
Talmon's sword he sprang to his feet, re- 
solved never to allow himself or Miraone 
to be taken alive. 

"The house must be surrounded," said 
Miraone. 

They listened intently. Without all was 
silent. 

The widow glided from the room and 

Naphtali followed her, stumbling as he did 

so over the prostrate form of Vashti, who 

lay in a swoon. The widow crept to the 

front door and listened. Naphtali drew 

himself up to the window aperture and 

peered out. The moon was nearly at the 
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full, and the garden, save in the shadow 
of the bushes, was bathed in its soft light. 
No soldiers were anywhere visible. Not 
even a leaf was stirring. 

The silence was broken by the raucous 
cry of a night-bird. There was an interval 
of silence and again the cry was heard. At 
the first sound Hamutal had started. When 
it was repeated, she straightened herself from 
her listening posture and confidently ex- 
pressed the conviction that the intruder 
had come unaccompanied. 

" Return to thy beloved,'* she said. " She 
needs thy protecting presence. I will go 
out. If I should scream thou wilt know 
there is danger. Fasten the door behind 
me. It will give thee time. Miraone will 
show thee a way of certain escape." 

He went back. Miraone, pale and trem- 
bling, was still standing with her hand on the 
wall. She looked at him inquiringly. 

"No soldiers are to be seen,*' he whis- 

125 



1 The GATE of tfie KISS 1 

pered. " The widow has gone out. If she 
screams we shall know the house is sur- 
rounded. They shall never take us alive." 

He placed his left arm protectingly 
around her, but she disengaged herself and 
pressed her hand upon the wall again. 

" If the alarm is given do not seek to 
prevent them from entering, follow me 
with all speed and without hesitation," she 
enjoined. 

They stood listening for a few minutes, 
their ears strained to catch the slightest 
sound. The minutes seemed hours to them. 
Then there came a knocking at the door. 

"It is I, Hamutal," said the woman. 
"Open, all is well for the moment." 

Her air of assurance when she entered 

reassured the others somewhat, but Vashti, 

who had recovered consciousness, declared 

excitedly that she had seen soldiers in the 

garden. 

"Thou wert mistaken, child," affirmed 
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the widow, peremptorily. "In thy fear the 
bushes looked to thee like men/' 

Naphtali was not satisfied. He could 
hardly believe that Talmon had come alone. 
He went out, cautiously, himself, but could 
find no evidence of danger. 

When he returned, Miraone had quitted her 
station at the wall. Obviously she shared the 
widow's confidence that for the nonce there 
was nothing to fear. Vashti, perplexed and 
uneasy, went to the door to listen and to watch. 

His anxiety for Miraone's safety in a 
measure relieved, Naphtali's thoughts turned 
to Talmon. The poet knelt with folded 
arms and bent head beside the body, and 
gazed sorrowfully upon it. 

" Alas ! Talmon, my brother and my 
friend," he said, as the tears started to 
his eyes and rolled down his cheeks, " to 
think that thou shouldst have met this in- 
glorious end ! Thou hast fallen, foully slain 

by the hands of a woman, and I, oh, misery ! 
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am her accomplice. Thou wert the noblest 
soldier in all Judea. Thou wert to me and 
I to thee as David and Jonathan were to 
each other. And thou didst die believing 
me thy murderer and a traitor to our king 
and to our country, believing this dear being, 
this dove of innocence, to be the priestess 
of an idolatrous sect ! Can it be that my 
love is accursed, that it should be thus preg- 
nant with unceasing tribulation } Ah ! if 
thou hadst but listened to me, if thou hadst 
but understood. But thou wert ever head- 
strong, as thou wert ever brave. For thy 
undoing didst thou harden thy heart and 
stop thine ears. Wherefore is the keen 
sting of sorrow in my nostrils and the iron 
of woe is entered into my soul. Would to 
God that I had died in thy stead ! '* 

His great frame shook with grief, and Mira- 
one and Hamutal gazed upon the scene in 
wonder not untinged with awe, not daring to 
speak. 
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The singer himself abruptly ended the 
tension. 

"It is meet that we consider what now 
is to be done to insure thy safety, Miraone," 
he said, rising to his feet. " Thy hiding-place, 
in some mysterious way, has been discovered. 
If Talmon knew of it, it can be no secret to 
others. To-morrow, when he does not return, 
search will be made for him. The curse of 
Yaveh is upon this dwelling because of the 
murder of his servant. Thou canst not stay 
here. To attempt to fly from the city would 
at present be equally dangerous. Together 
we stand on the brink of the abysm. If fate 
wills that thou must fall, I will fall with thee. 
With the blood of Talmon is our love cemented. 
Henceforth thou art my wife, flesh of my flesh, 
bone of my bone. My bread is thy bread, and 
my house is thy house. With my life will I 
protect thee. Thy dower shall be my fortune, 
and this I will give to thee by the marriage 
contract in due form." 

129 



JB The GATE of the KISS gg 

Miraone shot a questioning glance at Ha- 
mutal. 

" My lord's words are the words of wis- 
dom," commended Hamutal. "How this 
hiding-place was discovered I cannot conceive, 
and it is cause for just alarm. Search will 
be made for thee, and even if they fail to 
find thee suspicion will be directed to the 
house, so that the peril cannot be under- 
estimated. The last place in the world where 
they will dream of seeking for thee is in the 
house of my lord Naphtali, the favourite of 
the king. Get thee gone while it is yet 
night. Leave this body to me. Come, I 
will help thee dress." 

"Touch her not," commanded Naphtali, 
fiercely. "Defile her not with thy hands, 
dyed with the blood of thy great victim. 
She is my bride." 

Furiously and tauntingly the hag turned 
upon him, her fingers crooked and shaken as 
with palsy. 
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" Are thy hands, then, guiltless?" she hissed. 
" Canst thou wash therefrom the stain ? 
What wert thou doing to him, good my lord ? 
Wouldst thou have spared him had I not come 
to thine aid and finished what thou hadst 
begun ? Wouldst thou have let him go to 
return with his soldiers ? Wouldst thou 
have been content, so that he lived, to see 
thy Miraone writhing in the hands of the 
torturers, to hear her death screams as they 
butchered her on the dung heaps so that 
the bellies of hungry curs might be her 
sepulchre ? And what would they have done 
to thee? And what would they have done 
to me ? Is not my life as precious to me as 
thine is to thee ? " 

White with anger at the hag's audacity, 
Naphtali made a movement as though he 
would strike her down. But he reflected 
that what she had said was only too true, 
that he was in point of fact, as he had re- 
proached himself over Talmon's corpse with 
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being, her accomplice in crime. He saw the 
awful position in which he was placed. For 
the first time since his perception had been 
blunted by his infatuation came a conscious- 
ness of what his love had cost him — that 
with vertiginous rapidity he was slipping down 
the declivity of bis passion into the pit of 
damnation, and that there was nothing he 
could clutch at to check his fall. Appalled, 
he found that to a certain extent he was in 
the power of this woman whom he loathed, 
who was not of his caste and who, profiting 
by her advantage, dared to humiliate him, 
dared with effrontery to brave his wrath. 
For a single instant came the inclination to 
cut himself free from his trammels, to break, 
regardless of consequences, to freedom through 
the fatal net in which he was entangled. One 
look at the bewitching fiend for whom he was 
sacrificing his honour, imperilling his existence, 
one glance from her, and his will power was 
gone. Never had her black soul been cloaked 
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by a more entrancing mask of candour, purity, 
seductiveness, and helpless dependence. 

" I might have made him listen to reason, 
imderstand the situation," he answered, with- 
out conviction. 

The old woman laughed derisively. 

" One can never tell what a man living will 
do," she said. "Dead men at least tell no 
tales. A woman can be discreetness itself, 
notwithstanding the popular fallacy. There- 
fore go in peace, O my lord, and fear nothing 
from me. Whatever may befall me, know 

thy secret is safe — unless But I have 

nothing to apprehend from thee. There is 
my guarantee." 

She pointed significantly to Miraone. 

"I must take Vashti with me," said 
Miraone. 

She withdrew with Hamutal, and Naphtali, 
left alone with the body of Talmon, raised 
the inanimate clay in his arms once more, 
took the cold hands in his, and, in a voice 

133 



g| The GATE of the KISS g 

broken with anguish and remorse, implored 
mercy and pardon. 

Gently he laid the body down as he heard 
the women returning. They were much per- 
turbed. Vashti was nowhere to be found. 
High and low they hunted and called for her 
without result. The night was far advanced. 
The cry of a bird thrice repeated was heard 
in the garden. 

*'Go/' urged the widow, "thou hast no 
time to lose. If thou hast occasion to speak 
with me thou canst find me any day at my 
devotions in the Temple." 

Naphtali and Miraone passed out into the 
night, and made their way to Naphtali's home 
in the lower city. 

When they were well out of the garden, a 
man emerged from the blackness of the trees 
and approached the widow, who stood at the 
door. 

"We must bestir ourselves,'* he said. 
"We have already tarried too long." 
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" Didst thou have much trouble with the 
soldiers ? *' she asked. 

" Only with one. He heard a rustling, and 
became suspicious. But we caught him off 
his guard at last. We took him with a rush, 
and four knives were buried in his body be- 
fore he could cry out or raise his sword. The 
others were easily despatched. They could 
not have known what had befallen them ere 
they were in the land of shadows/' 

"Bring them in quickly, and make no 
noise." 

In another minute the bodies of the three 
hapless soldiers, the first to fall in the war, 
were borne into the house, each being carried 
by two men. 

Hamutal had opened a secret door that 
disclosed a sloping cellar, which apparently 
ended at the solid rock of the hill. In this 
another secret door was opened, and the 
woman, holding aloft a lamp, led the way 
down a flight of steps into a maze of subter- 
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ranean passages, that stretched away in every 
direction. They were the secret catacombs 
and exits of the Temple of Ashtoreth, that 
formerly had stood on the site. Their exist- 
ence was known only to Hamutal, Miraone, 
Shammah, and other leaders of the sect, who 
sometimes met there in council. The bodies 
of the soldiers and of Talmon were buried 
near those of many victims of priestcraft, 
or of the vengeance or fear of the revolu- 
tionary conspirators. More than one suspect 
had disappeared, vanished from mortal ken, 
as though the earth had swallowed him up, 
as literally it had. 

The Assyrians, however, were ignorant of 
this. They had not known of these passages. 
They obeyed the orders of Hamutal implic- 
itly, without question, as being those of one 
in high authority, and they took their depar- 
ture, dispersed and disappeared, as mysteri- 
ously as they had come. 
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[HE disappearance of Talmon 
and the three soldiers caused 
great excitement and alarm. 
They had vanished utterly, 
leaving not a trace behind. 
It was established that fol- 
lowing the visit to him of a woman whose 
identity none knew, the captain had armed 
himself and gone out, taking three picked 
men with him. He had told no one of his in- 
tentions. Even the soldiers who accompanied 
him were ignorant as to their destination 
and the purpose of their mission. Only one 
thing certain was ascertained, — that they 
did not pass out of the city gates. The news 
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of the mysterious affair leaked out and spread 
through Jerusalem, causing a sensation no 
less profound than in official circles. The 
most exhaustive search and investigation 
failed to furnish a clew. The wildest ru- 
mours circulated. The people, ever prone 
to superstition, regarded the mystery as an 
ominous portent. 

A worried and greatly puzzled man was 
Naphtali. There appeared to be no doubt 
whatever that Talmon had three soldiers 
with him. What had become of them ? In 
his anxiety he had been impelled to question 
Hamutal. She said she had disposed of 
Talmon's body so that it would never be 
found. As to the soldiers, she professed 
complete ignorance. She affirmed that she 
had neither seen nor heard them, and, conse- 
quently, that they could not have accom- 
panied the captain. Neither, she declared, 
could she account for the disappearance of 
Vashti, and in this she told the truth, It 
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was as much a matter of mystery and anxi- 
ety to her as it was to Naphtali, and even 
Miraone manifested uneasiness. Naphtali in- 
clined to the belief that the slave was the 
woman who had called upon Talmon ; that for 
some reason she had betrayed her mistress ; 
but Miraone scouted the idea. Clever as she 
was, she had been completely deceived by 
the slave. She could conceive of no pos- 
sible motive that was likely to have 
prompted her to take such a step. She 
was confident the girl had met with some 
misadventure, and would eventually turn 
up. 

This left still unanswered the momentous 
question, How did Talmon discover Mira- 
one's hiding-place.^ Naphtali felt that he 
was in contact with some terrible secret 
force that seemed to be working to encom- 
pass his destruction, that might crush him at 
any moment, an3 that he was powerless to 
avert this danger. He found one consolation, 
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one solace, however, and in the cause of all 
his trouble, — Miraone, his wife. 

Naphtali's house was a large and somewhat 
imposing structure, built of cedar wood, the 
rooms facing inward around a central court. 
It was situated not far from the street of the 
great north gate, in a section which had been 
very select before the commercial quarter 
had expanded throughout the lower city 
with the rapid growth of the capital under 
Hezekiah. He had inherited it from his 
parents, both of whom were dead, and had fur- 
nished and embellished it in accordance with 
the dictates of his taste, rendered fastidious 
by his natural aesthetic proclivities and his 
early association with the highest forms of 
Egyptian and Babylonian culture. 

His few retainers were bondsmen and 

bondswomen who had served his father and 

were devoted to him. They were informed 

that it was not their lord's pleasure, for 

weighty reasons, that the presence in the 
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house of their mistress should, for the time 
being, be known to any one. Thus enjoined 
to secrecy, they asked no questions and kept 
their counsel, for their master's word was to 
them law inviolable ; but it was a great disap- 
pointment to them. They had considered 
his prolonged celibacy as little short of a 
scandal, as tending to cast opprobrium upon 
the House of Naphtali, and they hailed the 
coming of Miraone with great satisfaction, 
and were eager to proclaim the news that 
Naphtali had taken unto himself a wife. 

A secluded part of the house was set apart 
ior her, upon which Naphtali lavished all his 
art to make beautiful, and in this gilded 
prison Miraone remained. Her personal at- 
tendant was a girl whom by arrangement 
with Hamutal she had had sent to her to 
replace Vashti, and through whom she kept 
in touch with her fellow spy. 

In the sweet intimacy of his home, when 

surcease from his public duties enabled him 
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to pass any time there, Naphtali put from 
him all his cares, and lived only in the joy of 
Miraone's simulated love and devotion. She 
seemed to look up to and to worship him, to 
derive her very being, to draw her very breath, 
from him, and this dependence filled him with 
an immense tenderness. Moreover, the power 
of her fascination, which she knew only too 
well to employ, had if anything been in- 
creased by their greater intimacy. She 
sustained her r61e with rare energy, with 
untiring, unrelaxing constancy. He taught 
her how to play the kinnor, and even how to 
draw sweet chords from his great harp of 
brass. He amused her with the gossip of 
court and city. 

She displayed the keenest interest in 
everything pertaining to the coming war, 
which she professed to view with dread for 
the danger to which he would be exposed. 
She declared that it would be impossible for 

her to survive him, and made a solemn vow 
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that should he fall the news of his death would 
be the signal for her own^ at her own hands. 
She made him explain in detail all that was 
being done for the defence of the city. For 
hours he entertained her with descriptions of 
the plans being considered for the defeat 
of the enemy, and the part he himself was 
to take in them. Especially was she curious 
about the progress of the work on the subter- 
ranean conduit which was to divert the spring 
in the Kedron Valley, behind the Temple 
hilli into immense reservoirs in the city 
below the Temple. The plans of this he 
traced on a piece of parchment, so as to 
make them perfectly comprehensible to her. 
She manifested an astonishingly intelligent 
appreciation of technicalities, and he waxed 
enthusiastic as he described all these things 
to her, which she pointed out would permit, 
in a measure, of her following his movements 
when the great day came. 

That day was not long in coming, and, as 
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it approached, his opportunities for seeing 
her became fewer and fewer. The massing 
of the Assyrian troops was no feint. The 
campaigns in Phoenicia and Philistia had 
been brought to a successful termination, 
and Judah*s turn had come. As the immi- 
nence of the invasion became more and more 
evident, the enemies of Yaveh and of the 
king in Judah, who had been much elated 
and encouraged by the disappearance of their 
most dreaded persecutor, Talmon, waxed 
bolder. Meetings of the revolutionists, pre- 
sided over by Shammah, were held frequently. 
They were marked, however, by considerable 
discord. 

Shammah insisted upon an immediate rising. 
He contended that never would a more favour- 
able opportunity present itself. Shebna, head 
of the king's household, and a very powerful 
faction of the ultra-chauvinist party were dis- 
satisfied with the policy of caution the king, 

through the counsels of Isaiah, had followed. 
144 



gg The GATE of the KISS gg 

They argued that he had imperilled the 
country's chances of success by his dilatori- 
ness in adopting an attitude of defiance to 
Assyria, the first consequences of which was 
the collapse of the revolt in Phoenicia and 
Philistia; that previous to declaring inde- 
pendence, he ought to have entered into an 
alliance with Egypt, and organised a com- 
bination of all the vassal states in the west 
with a view to united resistance of the Assyr- 
ian colossus. The contention of Isaiah and 
his adherents, that to invoke the assistance of 
Egypt would in the end be but exchanging the 
yoke of one power for that of another equally 
oppressive, was ridiculed. Shebna was ambi- 
tious and an intriguer. He hated Isaiah, and 
was jealous of his influence which, although 
it had for awhile been overborne by his own 
and that of the other leaders of the pro- 
Egyptian faction, was again in the ascendant. 
Shammah had managed to ingratiate himself 
into Shebna's favour, and gradually to estab- 
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lish close relations with him. The conspira- 
tor believed that a well-combined uprising 
throughout the country, of the party opposed 
to Yaveh worship, with the rallying cry of 
" the nation in danger,** would draw Shebna 
into the movement, together with all the 
political adversaries of the king. Deceived 
by the assurances of the wily Kalbd-Nadin, 
he also believed that Ijis own relations with 
Nineveh were of sufficient consequence, 
under such circumstances, to enable him to 
negotiate with a view to averting the inva- 
sion, or, if necessary, to insure the success 
of the revolution by enlisting the aid of 
Sennacherib. 

Other leaders of the revolutionary party, 
however, argued that the moment was not 
propitious for attempting the coup (Titat, 
There was no assurance that the pro-Egyp- 
tians would join the movement, which in the 
contingency of their abstention might be 

fraught with the most disastrous conse- 
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quences. They were for waiting upon 
events. 

It was finally decided that the revolution- 
ists should run no undue risk in battle against 
the Assyrians, but husband their strength and 
numbers for a revolt when the collapse of 
Hezekiah*s resistance was complete, and the 
people, chagrined at their discomfiture, and 
having lost faith in the king, might easily be 
induced to rise in their wrath and wreak ven- 
geance upon him as the author of the national 
disaster. 

While dissensions which ended in this un- 
patriotic decision to weaken the defensive 
capacity of the nation were being adjusted in 
the revolutionary camp, anything but hat^ 
mony reigned in the military councils of the 
king. Some were for acting strictly on the 
defensive by holding the mountain passes, 
adopting guerilla tactics, and delivering open 
battle only when circumstances warranted. 
They maintained that this, with the difficulty 
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of obtaining water, would place the enemy at 
a disadvantage for which superior armaments 
and organisation would scarcely compensate, 
and eventually result in the collapse of his 
campaign. This had been the policy ear- 
nestly advocated by Talmon. The majority, 
however, and with them were the king and 
the prophets, inclined to action, considered 
more consonant with the dignity and power 
of Judah, and more calculated to enhance the 
national prestige. It had been learned that 
the main army of invasion would probably 
follow the course of the Jordan. The action 
advocated was to assemble a great army, 
march down into the plain of the Jordan, 
meet the enemy in pitched battle beyond 
Jericho, and demoralise him with a brilliant 
and decisive victory. The advantage of Jericho 
as a base of supplies for the army was dilated 
upon, and the plan was finally adopted. 

The seasoned fighters who had been carry- 
ing on the campaign from Phoenicia, along 
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the maritime plain to Philistia, were marching 
north again to effect a junction with Sen- 
nacherib's main army, which had crossed the 
Euphrates. They had already attacked and 
destroyed towns and settlements in the ex- 
treme south, and the outlying Jewish forces 
there had been driven in and were concentra- 
ting on Hebron. The fighting men from 
other districts had been called in, and soon 
an immense host, that outnumbered the com- 
bined invading forces ten to one, was as- 
sembled under Hezekiah's command. In 
addition, the principal walled cities were 
heavily garrisoned. 

Hezekiah's army was a motley host, com- 
posed almost wholly of infantry. The mail- 
clad spearmen, swordsmen, and charioteers 
— the regulars and veterans — formed its 
backbone, and about these were gathered 
the unarmoured and ununiformed spearmen, 
swordsmen, clubmen, bowmen, javelin throw- 
ers, and stone slingers. The dart throwers 
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and stone slingers, hardy shepherds and moun- 
taineers, were skilled by life-long practice 
with their weapons on birds and beasts of 
prey, and their aim was of a deadliness that 
rendered them exceedingly formidable. They 
were, for the most part, barefooted. 

The approaching Assyrian army, if numer- 
ically inferior, was one of the most highly 
disciplined and splendidly equipped forces 
ever sent forth by the warrior nation. A 
considerable portion of it consisted of horse- 
men and charioteers. The mounted men 
wore tunics of blue. Those of the infantry 
were red. Over their tunics the soldiers 
wore closely fitting coats of mail, formed of 
bronze scales. Conical helmets of bronze or 
iron constituted their head-covering. Their 
legs and feet were protected by drawers of 
plaited leather and short boots. Lions of 
brass ornamented the hilts of the short broad 
swords, with which all were armed, in addi- 
tion to their spears and bows. Metal buck- 
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lers also afforded protection to them. There 
was a corps of pioneers with double-headed 
axes and engineering implements. Follow- 
ing the army came battering-rams, bow- 
men's towers, and scaling-ladders for the 
storming of towns and fortresses. Their 
priests were conspicuous in curiously pleated 
robes which descended to their feet, and 
headpieces of a black shiny material, that 
resembled a modern garden flower-pot re- 
versed. 

The army from Philistia now was ravaging 
the western territory of Judah. Hezekiah 
detached a formidable force to check the in- 
vaders from this direction, and as the main 
army of Sennacherib approached from the 
northeast, the Jewish host under the personal 
command of the king streamed down the 
mountains to meet it. Night found the op- 
posing armies camped within a short march 
of each other, the defending host lying at 
the foot of the hills. All was silence in the 
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Assyrian camp. Secure behind their watch- 
fires, guarded by their outposts, the soldiers 
slept. 

In the Judean camp were sleeplessness 
and intense excitement. The glow of huge 
bonfires, far stretched on plain and hill- 
side, was reflected luridly in the sky. The 
smoke of sacrifice ascended unheeded of 
Heaven. The voices of the priests were 
raised in supplication and prayer that were 
unheard. In the glare of the fires the proph- 
ets went about exhorting the soldiers to 
acquit themselves as mighty men of valour, 
promising that their God, the God of Hosts, 
would humble the pride of the enemy and 
deliver him into Judah*s hands. The official 
company of poets and singers magnified in 
song and story the glorious deeds of Joshua, 
David, and the other great forebears, and 
told of the nation's present power, recalling 
Hezekiah's victories over the Philistines, how 

he had recovered from them the cities his 
152 



gg The GATE of the KISS 

father had lost and despoiled them of their 
own cities. 

Naphtali, chief of all the singers, sat apart 
in his tent with Beerah, his armour-bearer. 
Beerah was a slightly built, boyish soldier of 
his command, whose brightness and zealous 
devotion to him had pleased and touched the 
warrior bard, and he had raised him to the 
position of his personal attendant. There 
seemed to be something vaguely familiar 
about the youth, although he did not remem- 
ber having seen him before Beerah came im- 
der his orders as a soldier. Naphtali*s heart 
was heavy because of Miraone. The impres- 
sion of her heartrending farewell was still 
upon him in all its freshness. He was think- 
ing of what might befall her were he to be 
slain in the coming conflict. He had no fear 
for her as far as the enemy was concerned : 
the possibility of defeat never had been 
entertained by him. 

" Beerah," he was saying to his servant, 
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who stood before him, "if I should fall and 
thou survive, thou wilt take this ring and 
this package to my house. Thou wilt ask 
for Nathan, who is the head of my house- 
hold, and speak to him in this wise, at the 
same time showing the ring : * Lead me to 
her whom thou wottest of.' And when thou 
seest her thou wilt say that my last thought 
was of her, and thou wilt give her the ring 
and the package, and place thyself at her com- 
mand to do her bidding. This I adjure thee 
to do by Yaveh and by thy father's beard. 
Nathan, on seeing the ring and hearing thy 
message, will give thee one hundred shekels." 

Beerah, the armour-bearer, was very pale. 

" There is no need for me to take oath to 
do these things. If thou diest, I die," he 
said. 

Naphtali gazed at the stripling in astonish- 
ment. Then a gleam of anger came into his 
eyes. 

" Thou talkest as one whose head is empty," 
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he retorted, sharply* "What is my life to 
thee? Wherefore wilt thou not take oath 
to do this my behest ? Did I not offer thee 
gold for recompense ? Is not that enough ? 
Besides, if I chose thee for this mission of 
confidence, it was because I had faith in thee, 
because I deemed thee really devoted to my 
person. Now I know that thy zeal was but 
to gain my favour in the hope of advance- 
ment. It matters not. Get thee hence to 
thy duty, and see to it that there is no flaw 
in the fastenings of my armour.** 

Beerah, stung by the rebuke, reddened, 
and apparently was on the point of disclgsing 
something to his master, for a resolute look 
came into his face. He restrained himself, 
and with deep feeling and tear-dimmed eyes 
said : 

"Thou judgest me harshly, O my lord, 
and thou wrongest me. I care nothing for 
thy gold. In my sight it is as dross. Faith- 
fully will I carry out thy every wish for love 
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of thee. Only believe that what I do is for 
thy sake and not for thy money, and I will 
give my life for thine gladly/' 

More and more astounded at this display 
of sentiment, Naphtali gazed upon the youth, 
who continued : 

** It is permitted to thy servant thus to 
speak what is in his heart, for we are both in 
the shadow of the glaive of the destroying 
spirit. In a few hours it may smite either 
or both." 

"Verily, thou art a strange boy," said 
Naphtali, gently. "Thy affection for me 
passeth my understanding, for thy emotion is 
rather that of a woman than of a soldier, and 
thy moods at times have been those of a 
woman. I am sorry I misjudged thee, for 
now I believe thou art truly devoted to me." 

"If, as thou sayest, my emotion and 
moods have been those of a woman, thou 
wilt see this day that in battle I shall com- 
port myself as a soldier." 
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"That, too, I doubt not, Beerah; but for 
my sake thou must not risk thyself need- 
lessly, for the service I demand of thee is 
more important to me than anything else in 
the world." 

"Then as Yaveh lives, and by the beard 
of my father, I swear that if thou shouldst 
die and I survive, I will be thy message- 
bearer," exclaimed Beerah, vehemently, as he 
took the ring and package, adding under his 
breath, " but if thou diest, I die, and she 
shall not live ! " 

An appalling din outside and the irruption 
of several officers put an end to the conver- 
sation. Dawn, with startling Eastern sud- 
denness, had burst upon the scene, dimming 
the camp-fires. The sun, like an immense 
ball of fire, had shot into the heavens, and 
its appearance was being saluted by the host 
with shouts, the blowing of trumpets, the 
clashing of cymbals and of weapons upon 
shields and against each other. It was the 
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culmination of the war frenzy to which the 
soldiers had been worked by the priests and 
prophets and bards. 

Mounted scouts, tearing in on their foam- 
flecked, panting chargers, reported that the 
enemy was advancing. Quickly the camp- 
fires were scattered, and the army was arrayed 
for battle. It extended in an immense line. 
In the centre were the heavy infantry, the 
men in armour. The left and right wings 
were formed of chariots and cavalry sup- 
ported by great masses of irregulars. Each 
division was subdivided into legions of one 
thousand men. Every legion carried into 
battle an immense green standard. A forest 
of banners distinguished the divisions, and 
were intended to insure cohesion, as by them 
scattered legions, or legions broken up by the 
enemy, could quickly rally. The rallying 
banners were the colours of the original 
tribes. Those of the central division were 
green and yellow, the colours of the ancient 

158 



g The GATE of the KISS 1 

flags of Ephraim, Manasseh, and Benjamin; 
those of the right wing white and red, the 
colours of Dan, Asher, and Naphtali ; those 
of the left wing red, the colour that distin- 
guished the flags of Reuben, Simeon, and 
Gad. In reserve on the hills, and hidden in 
the ravines, was another great force of foot- 
soldiers. 

The plan was for chariots and horsemen 
covering the centre to charge at full speed 
upon the Assyrian centre, and after the force 
of the impact had spent itself, if they had 
not succeeded in breaking it, to open out so as 
to allow the heavy infantry brigade following 
to hurl itself upon the enemy's line. Simulta- 
neously the wings were to advance ; and the 
front of the army was so extended, and the 
mass so dense, that it was figured that 
the foe would be engaged all along the 
line, and an enveloping movement could 
be effected with the aid of the supporting 
forces by which the invaders would be out- 
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flanked, overwhelmed, and driven into the 
Jordan. 

A great cloud of dust upon the horizon 
signalled the near approach of the foe, and 
soon the spears of the mounted advance- 
guard glistened in the sunlight. Then the 
infantry appeared, marching slowly in solid 
phalanxes with cavalry and chariots massing 
on their flanks. 

A mighty roar rose from the bannered 
host of Judah, which, aquiver with the fight- 
ing frenzy to which it had been wrought, had 
been restrained with difficulty by its leaders. 
The supreme moment had arrived, and with 
hoarse cries and a deafening blare of trum- 
pets, the human flood was let loose and rolled 
down to submerge the invaders. 

Instantly the cohorts of Assyrian cavalry 

and chariots prepared to meet the flanking 

movement. The marching of the phalanxes 

became slower and steadier. Regiments of 

bowmen, with great shields, wheeled quickly 
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forward to right and left, and deployed out- 
ward in semicircular formation, the left 
extending toward the river. Their shields 
were interlocked, planted on the ground, and 
shored up by swords so that each flank of 
the army was covered by a long arc breast- 
work of steel. 

The fierce Jewish legions, animated by that 
furia and lust of carnage that had prompted 
their ancestors at Jericho to slaughter piti- 
lessly " all that was in the city, both man and 
woman, young and old, and ox and sheep and 
ass," and encouraging each other with sav- 
age shouts, swept on. 

All day long the battle raged. Again and 
again the masses of Judah hurled themselves 
upon the Assyrians, whose admirable disci- 
pline and solid infantry formation enabled 
them to withstand the shocks. Repeatedly 
Sennacherib's cavalry and chariots charged 
through the host, relieving the pressure on 

the rock-like footmen. Continuous and des- 
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perate were the attempts to turn the Assyrian 
flanks. The crouching bowmen, relatively 
safe from shaft and stone behind their steel 
breastwork, which commanded such a wide 
sweep of the plain, poured a terrific and 
deadly shower of arrows into the overlapping 
hordes, whose demoralisation each time was 
completed by whirlwind charges of cavalry. 
It was this preponderance of mounted men 
that gave the day to the Assyrians. 

Gradually the frenzy and desperate valour 
of the Jews gave place to discouragement. 
Their attacks became less furious and per- 
sistent. They wavered. The Assyrians be- 
came the aggressors, charging with their 
entire line. Vainly Hezekiah — splendid in 
his armour and accoutrements, and standing 
in a superb chariot drawn by three horses — 
dashed through the ranks, followed by his 
staflF, shouting the rallying-cry, "For Yaveh 
and Judah ! " and calling upon the army to 
stand firm. In vain the prophets exhorted 
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and cursed. Unavailing were the appeals of 
the priests. When it appeared that defeat 
was inevitable, the revolutionary element, in 
accordance with the preconcerted plan, began 
to retreat. Their action started a panic 
which spread rapidly, and by nightfall the 
whole host was fleeing back to the mountains. 
The casualties on both sides had been 
frightful. At the "dead line," where the 
rushes of the Jewish masses had been stopped 
by the arrow-fire from the steel breastworks, 
bodies were piled in long heaps. Thousands 
of dead and wounded men and animals cov- 
ered the blood-dyed plain. But the slaughter 
of the fight was nothing to the massacre 
that followed victory. The Assyrians pur- 
sued the retreating Jews till darkness and 
weariness compelled them to desist. They 
camped on the field of battle, and wound 
up the gory day by putting to death all 
their prisoners, and all the wounded Jewish 

soldiers. 
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Meantime the stampede of the defeated 
army continued. Nothing could stop the 
panic-stricken masses which struggled up the 
dark passes and over the mountains. Hun- 
dreds were thrown down and trampled to 
death. Hundreds of others dropped from 
wounds and exhaustion to meet a similar 
fate. 

In the midst of one of these human streams 

was Naphtali, with the limp form of his 

armour-bearer on his shoulder, struggling to 

keep his feet. Naphtali had been in the 

forefront of the battle throughout the day. 

The charges of the clubmen headed by him 

had, wherever made, seriously shaken the 

Assyrian ranks. The giant himself had 

struck terror into the breasts of his enemies 

as he rushed upon them whiriing a long, 

massive, metal-spiked club as though it had 

been a stick. Spears were beaten down, 

brushed aside, or broken. Bucklers and 

armour afforded no protection from the 
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smashing blows. He seemed to bear a 
charmed life. The arrows, for which he 
offered a conspicuous mark, missed, or 
glanced off his armour. The execution he 
did was terrible. And wherever he rushed, 
wherever he charged, he found Beerah beside 
him. The little armour-bearer darted now 
to right, now to left of him, using his sword 
with effect upon the warriors trying to ward 
off Naphtali's onslaughts. He, too, had 
escaped with nothing more serious than a cut 
on the head which had clotted his hair with 
blood ; but when they had been caught in 
the irresistible tide of defeat he had become 
separated from his master. As they emerged 
from an inky ravine into the faint moonlight, 
he had perceived him towering above the 
crowd, and had fought frantically and with 
the ferocity of a wild beast to regain his side. 
He succeeded, and then had sunk fainting 
from exhaustion. It was at the entrance of 
a pass, and the poet, bending his back and 
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exerting his strength in a mighty effort, had 
resisted for one moment the pressure behind 
him while he picked the boy up, and then had 
been borne on in the torrent. 

In this terrible crisis Judah lacked a mili- 
tary genius to take the leadership, reorganise 
for a defensive campaign and — what was 
possible — turn the reverse into a victory. 
Such a leader the foully murdered Talmon 
might have shown himself to be. So for- 
midable were the mountain passes and ap- 
proaches themselves that they might have 
been held indefinitely, but following their 
traditional tactics, the Jews continued their 
retreat, and scattering, shut themselves up in 
their walled cities. 

During the fight messengers had been 
despatched at frequent intervals to Jerusalem 
and Hebron, bearing the tidings that all was 
going well and that victory was certain. 
The anxious garrison and women of Jeru- 
salem, watching from walls and housetops, 
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saw the dust-covered, perspiring, blood- 
stained rabble dragging themselves wearily 
and dejectedly toward the city, and a great 
wail of despair arose. Miraone, also watch- 
ing from her housetop, was filled with unholy 
glee. 
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JERUSALEM had been be- 
sieged for nearly ten months. 
The investment had been 
effected leisurely. At the 
outset, after the flight of the 
Judean host, the passes to the 
plateau had been occupied and held in force, 
but the bulk of the invaders, with the army 
from the seacoast, which also had inflicted 
a crushing defeat on the force sent by 
Hezekiah to oppose it, had swept through 
the country, devastating it and taking city 
after city. Everywhere wholesale massacre 
had marked the passage of the Ass)rrian 
troops. In addition, one hundred and fifty 

thousand men, women, and children had 
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been taken away captive to be sold into 
slavery. 

A formal summons to surrender Jerusalem, 
made by the Rab-saki, or Vizier of Sennach- 
erib, and the Tartannu, or commander-in- 
chief of the army of invasion, had been 
followed by a parley concerning the terms of 
peace. The Assyrians demanded the pay- 
ment of an enormous tribute, — three hundred 
talents of silver and thirty talents of gold, — 
the recognition by Hezekiah of his vassalage 
to the Assyrian ruler, the surrender of Padi 
and a cession of territory that would reduce 
Judah to the level of the neighbouring petty 
kingships. These conditions had been re- 
jected. Hezekiah and his counsellors re- 
solved to resist to the last extremity. 

The prospect did not seem to be wholly 

desperate. At that time there was hope that 

many of the fortified cities would be able not 

only to hold their own, but to aid Jerusalem 

by inflicting reverses upon the enemy. As 
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to the capital itself, the refugees from the 
defeated host who had sought shelter within 
its walls formed an extremely powerful army. 
Full provision for the possibility of a pro- 
tracted siege had been made during the 
preparations for war, and food had been 
stored in quantities which, notwithstanding the 
great augmentation of its male population, 
would enable the city to hold out for years, 
if necessary. Thanks to Hezekiah's engi- 
neering feat by which the Kedron Valley 
spring had been diverted through the sub- 
terranean conduit, there was no lack of good 
water. On the other hand the water problem 
was a serious one for the invaders — was in 
fact the key of the situation. Direct assault 
upon the walls and gates had thrice resulted 
disastrously. On each occasion the Assyr- 
ians, who could only attack the city on 
one side — the north — with any prospect 
of success, had been hurled back, and 
moreover had lost many prisoners, bat- 
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tering-rams, bowmen's towers and other 
siege material by sorties of the defending 
army. 

Hezekiah might have been able to resist 
indefinitely and thus eventually have been in 
the position to secure terms of peace less oner- 
ous and humiliating, but treason was destined 
to accomplish what the science of the Assyr- 
ian generals could not. Isaiah, to whom 
the king had turned once more in his trouble, 
had been his staff and comforter. Un- 
daunted, and optimistic as ever concerning 
the high destiny of the nation, the prophet 
had gone about the city reviving by his 
example and eloquence the hopes of the 
population and the courage and morale of 
the troops. The number of revolutionists 
in the capital, however, in furtherance of 
the plans of their leaders, had been greatly 
increased during the retreat from the plain 
of the Jordan by those from other parts of 

the country. With these Shammah and his 
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co-conspirators got in touch, and a plan of 
secret but systematic organisation was put 
in force in preparation for the proposed rising 
when, the triumphant Assyrians having with- 
drawn after the conclusion of peace, Hezekiah 
would be face to face with his humiliated 
and despairing people. 

Among those who had entered Jerusalem 
with the refugees, however, was Kalbi-Nadin, 
in disguise. The Assyrian, who had thus 
daringly taken his life in his hands, hid him- 
self in the house of the Widow Hamutal, 
whence, after making himself thoroughly 
acquainted with the situation in the city, he 
was able to communicate with Miraone and 
Shammah. The mission of the crafty chief 
of the espionage service was to endeavour 
to secure the rendition of Jerusalem by 
stratagem should the military operations 
fail of success. 

Kalbi-Nadin represented himself to be 

invested with full powers to negotiate with 
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the revolutionary party. He bore certifying 
credentials to this effect. He gave Shammah 
assurances that a change of government 
would be regarded with satisfaction by As- 
syria, who would then be disposed to make 
peace on terms most favourable, although 
Judah would become once more a tributary 
state. Finally he proffered the active assist- 
ance of the Assyrian army in overthrowing 
Hezekiah. The revolutionary leaders, who by 
reason of his relations with the supposed 
envoy of Sennacherib now recognised Sham- 
mah as the all-powerful head of the movement, 
decided that there was everything to gain, not 
only by themselves but by the country, in 
accepting this alliance. 

A secret and insidious propaganda of dis- 
content was begun. What had the regime 
of Hezekiah and the prophets of Yaveh prof- 
ited the nation } They had interfered with 
the liberties and indulgences of the people, 

and from prosperity had plunged Judah into 
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utter ruin and degradation. These were the 
arguments adduced. The old rebellious spirit 
that demanded a change and a scapegoat — 
the spirit that had manifested itself at times 
of crises from the days of the wanderings in 
the wilderness — became rampant. The worst 
passions of the ignorant, the idolatrous, and 
the dissolute were stirred. The shepherds 
and mountaineers were torn with apprehen- 
sion for the families they had been forced to 
leave behind, and longed to return to their 
peaceful vocations. The ugly frame of mind 
of the people was not improved by the irk- 
some military restrictions necessitated by the 
siege. Unceasing vigilance at the walls had 
to be maintained ; food was doled out spar- 
ingly. The quarter of the courtesans had 
been placed under guard. Much sickness 
was prevalent, and the death-rate was alarm- 
ingly high. 

To add to it all, the water, which at first 
was freely supplied for the fetching, was sud- 
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denly dealt out in small quantities once a 
day, with injunctions to make the most of it. 
No explanation was vouchsafed and every 
precaution was taken to keep the reason 
from the people. This reason had filled the 
authorities with consternation. The Assyr- 
ians, thanks to the plans traced by Naphtali 
for Miraone^s amusement, had been able to 
uncover some hidden wells and sources in 
the ravines. Then working quietly and at 
night they had been able to locate the direc- 
tion of the subterranean conduit and cut off 
the supply from the Kedron spring. Des- 
perate and sanguinary sorties to recover pos- 
session of it temporarily had been each time 
repulsed. This was an almost fatal blow to 
the defenders, for the store in the pools and 
reservoirs, big as these were, was bound to give 
out sooner or later, and there was no hope of 
relief, for the rainy season was not near. 

All these hardships and miseries contrib- 
uted powerfully to the success of the revo- 
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lutionary propaganda, and at a meeting of 

the leaders held at the beginning of the tenth 

month, and attended by Kalb4-Nadin, it was 

agreed that the time for action had come, and 

the rising was set for the full moon. Kalb4- 

Nadin, who had some mysterious means of 

communicating with the besiegers, informed 

Shammah and the other revolutionary chiefs 

that simultaneously with the outbreak of the 

revolt, the Assyrian army would support it 

by a general attack upon the city. Menaced 

from without as well as from within, Heze- 

kiah's supporters, it was reasoned, would be 

so split up, and the odds against them would 

be such, that the king would be compelled to 

submit. He, Isaiah, and the whole band of 

the prophets of Yaveh, together with the 

principal priests, were to be put to death; 

Shebna was to be proclaimed king under the 

suzerainty of Sennacherib, an armistice was 

to be immediately declared, and terms of 

peace arranged with the Rab-saki. 
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HE violet mountains that had 
been masked from the watch- 
^\ » ful sentinels on the walls of 
Jerusalem by the veil of night 
had reappeared, gleaming re- 
splendent in the intense blue 
moonlight. The moon was at the full, and 
queened over earth and firmament in all 
her glory, a peerless orb, eclipsing with her 
refulgence the twinkling glitter of the low 
hanging stars. Peak and crag stood out 
boldly, clean-cut against the sky, and moun- 
tainside was exposed in detail where the 
light fell full upon it. The shadows, on the 
other hand, sheered off in immense black 
patches, pits and chasms of disquieting dark- 
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ness, ominous to the watcher of vague danger, 
of hidden terrors. 

Yet all was quiet and peaceful. No sound 
came from the camps of the besiegers. The 
daytime stir and noise of the city had sub- 
sided. Here and there a light gleamed on a 
roof or through a window aperture from which 
the curtains had been drawn. Jerusalem seem- 
ingly was settling down to her nightly slum- 
bers. In the wide streets of the gates, on 
and under the walls, in tents on the hills, in 
the courts and galleries of palace and Temple, 
the guarding soldiery lay enveloped in their 
coverings, their heads pillowed on their arms 
and their weapons beside them in readiness 
for the slightest alarm. Here and there a 
sentinel could be seen pacing up and down 
or leaning motionless on his spear. 

On the roof of one of the buildings, in a 
lesser court of the palace, Naphtali lay on 
a pile of skins and rugs. Beside him knelt 
Beerah, the armour-bearer. The warrior-bard, 
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whose post of duty was at the palace, where 
a large portion of the garrison was quartered, 
had been stricken down by dysentery and 
fever, which had become epidemic since the 
supply of fresh water had ceased and that treas- 
ured so preciously in the reservoirs and pools 
had become stagnant. Beerah had tended him 
through his illness, never leaving his side, 
and had had him carried to the roof that he 
might breathe the refreshing air wafted from 
the mountains. Naphtali, convalescing and 
restored to the consciousness of and interest 
in things, was questioning his servant. 

"Yes,** said Beerah as he held a cup of 
wine of pomegranate to his master's lips and 
gazed at . him adoringly with tear-dimmed 
eyes, " thou hast been sick almost unto death, 
and thou wouldst have felt death's chill em- 
brace, but that I ministered to thee. I have 
given thee garlic steeped in palm wine, and 
calves' milk mixed with hyssop and palm 
wine, to cure thee of thy spleen. I have 
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made thee drink of a ptisan brewed from the 
plant of human destiny, and have placed cool 
palm leaves on thy brow. When thou didst 
cease to breathe I breathed my breath into 
thy nostrils and thy mouth, and smote upon 
thy hands with mine until thine eyelids quiv- 
ered and thou didst sigh thyself back to life. 
And I have fanned thee without cease, for 
the air by day and by night has been black 
with greedy flies. Never has the like of such 
a plague of flies been seen. It is as though 
they scented from afar the doom of the city." 

"The doom of the city ! " repeated Naph- 
tali, troubled. "Ah, yes, I remember. Is 
then the enemy still at our gates } How 
long have I lain thus, my good Beerah } ** 

"The enemy is still watching as a cat 

crouched to spring watches with seeming 

indolence the mouse with which it has toyed 

and which is in its power. And the last 

moon was at the full when thou wert 

stricken." 
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A night-bird passing somewhere overhead 
uttered a dismal cry. It was similar to the 
cry he had heard thrice uttered on the night 
of Talmon's murder, and it instantly recalled 
the crime, causing a shudder to pass over 
his enfeebled frame. He remained silent 
awhile, regretting in his remorse that he 
had not died. Then he asked with ill-con- 
cealed anxiety : 

" And I have been delirious, perhaps have 
prattled of foolish things, as is the wont of 
men whom the fever has bereft of sense, and 
made weaker than a woman, aye, weaker 
than a child. I have known' men at such 
a time to have queer delusions, fantastic 
hallucinations.*' 

" The fever laughs at the strong man as at 
the weakling suckled at its mother's breast. 
Neither is immune. And thou must not now 
fatigue thyself," answered Beerah, evasively. 

" Tell me, of what did I prate } " insisted 

the poet. 
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'* Thou commandest me to tell thee ? " 

"I command thee, if needs I must." 

" Then, day and night thou didst call upon 
one Miraone, entreating her with endearing 
names," said Beerah, coldly. 

Naphtali sighed. **Ah, Beerah," he mut- 
tered, absently, as though talking to himself, 
** what knowest thou of love } Thou art too 
young, boy, to understand." 

" Sayest thou so ? " quickly responded 
Beerah. 

'* Well, if thou hast really loved, tell me 
what is love?" asked the poet, with an 
amused smile. 

Beerah rose from his knees and stood full 
in the moonlight, upgazing as one in ecstasy, 
as he said : 

" Love is being, and sight, and hearing, and 

smell, and taste, and touch ; love is the air, 

and warmth, and cool shade, and cooling 

stream; love is the sunlight and moonlight 

— all these intensified a thousandfold. Love 
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is the living breath, the breath of life. For 
love I would live, though death were pleasant. 
For love I would as gladly die, though life 
were sweet. For my beloved I would endure 
the torture of the flaying-knife, the impaling- 
hook, the fiery embrace of Moloch. For one 
kiss of love from my beloved, for one word of 
love, I would devastate the earth and kindle 
the heavens with fire, defy the thunder and 
lightning bolts of Yaveh, expiate in eternal 
torment the bliss of one fleeting hour. Sepa- 
rated from my beloved, my anguished brow 
would exude a sweat of blood ! " 

The armour-bearer turned his face from 
Naphtali. His body was trembling in a ner- 
vous paroxysm which quickly reached its 
climax and found vent in an uncontrollable 
flood of tears. 

Naphtali, thunderstruck at this outburst, 
and stirred to the bottom of his heart, lay 
watching Beerah struggling with his feelings 
for the mastery. His servant appeared to 
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him in a new and wholly unsuspected light. 
The poet realised with amaze that the 
armour-bearer was under the influence of 
a love passion as profound, as self-sacrificing, 
as sweetly terrible as his own for Miraone. 
He would never have believed that this strip- 
ling soldier, a child of the people, who came 
from he knew not where, who was ignorant 
and lacking in refinement and was so very 
young, could taste of such a passion and give 
expression to it with such poetic eloquence. 
He could not understand it, but he recog- 
nised the fellow feeling and conceived a 
great respect and sympathy for him, en- 
hanced by the lad's peculiar and untiring 
devotion to himself. 

"Beerah," he said, gently, "I ask thy par- 
don that, as is evident, I have unwittingly 
reopened a wound of thy heart. I knew 
not this sensitiveness in thee. I thought 
thee too young to have felt the divine smart. 

I was in error, and thou fiUest me with won- 
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der, for thy passion is that of a man of 
strong sensibilities. Therefore, meseemeth 
thou must have divined, when persistent in- 
quiry was made for me, that my helpless- 
ness caused suffering and dread in one heart 
in Jerusalem. Did any stranger look upon 
my fever agony } '* 

" The king has oft looked upon thee with 
his own eyes, and Isaiah has passed long 
hours by thy side. The mightiest men of 
valour have made diligent inquiry concern- 
ing thy welfare. Priests and prophets have 
prayed for thee.*' 

"But there is one whose inquiries were 
more pressing, more insistent. Did such an 
one look upon my face } '* 

" No stranger saw thee." 

"Sawest thou no one who sought to gain 
access to me } " 

*' No one." 

"Of a certainty such inquiry was made, 
and I would have thee, at dawn, my good 
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Beerah, hie to my house with all diligence, 
show this ring to Nathan, of whom I spoke 
to thee on the eve of the battle of the plain, 
and tell him that I have turned back from 
the gates of death. Also that I will come 
myself ere two more suns have set, all being 
well." 

" Tis useless," said Beerah, calmly. "Mir- 
aone recks little if thou art alive or dead, un- 
less it be that she would rather know thee 
dead. She loves thee not. She has blinded 
thine eyes with her deceitful arts, and thou 
hast been the dupe of a vile harlot who has 
betrayed thee ! '* 

Naphtali, recovered from the momentary 
stupefaction caused by this declaration, was 
made strong by terrible wrath. 

" Cur, jackal, ordure ! " he gasped, choking 
with fury as he struggled to his feet. ** I 
will cut thy blasphemous tongue from thy 
mouth. What knowest thou of Miraone, 
base slave.?" 
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"Everything,'* answered the armour-bearer, 
unflinchmgly. " I am Vashti ! " 

"Vashti!" ejaculated the poet, gazing at 
her with bewildered, startled eyes. 

He reeled with feebleness and sank down 
on the pile of skins, clasping his burning 
head in both his hands. Vashti would have 
assisted him, but he pushed her roughly from 
him. 

"Yes, I am Vashti,** she repeated as she 
staggered from the push. 

Naphtali now recognised the strangely fa- 
miliar features of his armour-bearer. Many 
things about his servant that had puzzled 
him became clear, and the significance of 
the supposed boy*s passionate definition of 
love was revealed to him. Miraone*s slave 
loved him ! To be near him she had dis- 
guised herself as a man, joined the army, 
succeeded by her assiduity in attracting his 
attention and having herself made his per- 
sonal attendant, had in this capacity antid- 
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pated his every wish, served him with a 
dog-like devotion and a solicitude that had 
touched him, and such as he had never 
dreamed any servant would be capable of, 
and had fought with conspicuous valour by 
his side in battle! For madly jealous love 
of him she had even dared to vilely slander 
Miraone. His brain was whirling under the 
physical effort he had made and the shock 
of the slave's confession. 

Vashti unsheathed the sword hanging at 
her side, and kneeling, held the hilt toward 
him. 

"Take this sword, O my lord Naphtali, 

and execute justice upon me,'* she said. " It 

is the penalty of loving thee. I have stolen 

kisses from thine unconscious lips and thou 

canst not refuse the boon I crave of dying at 

thy hands, for the mist of death will fall 

sweetly upon mine eyes. But first I adjure 

thee to hear me. Nay, I command thee to 

hear me. I would have waited to tell thee 
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all till thy strength returned, but to-morrow 
will be too late, too late. This very night is 
the doom of Jerusalem sealed/' 

Naphtali was trying to convince himself 
that he was not the victim of an hallucination 
caused by the delirium of the fever. He 
kept his hands pressed to his head, and 
Vashti, laying the sword across his knees, 
briefly and rapidly told him who Miraone was ; 
of the meeting at Hamutal's house of the 
worshippers of the false gods, and of Sham- 
mah*s and Miraone*s dealings with Kalbi- 
Nadin ; of the plot to make the poet, through 
Miraone*s wiles, the betriayer of his country ; 
how she, Vashti, had tried to save him by 
delivering her into Talmon*s hands ; she 
explained the mysterious disappearance of 
Talmon's soldiers, and finally revealed such 
details as she had been able to learn of the 
plot to seize the city that night. 

Naphtali could not believe the slave, yet 
her every word sank into his heart like a 
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drop of molten lead, struck upon his brain 
like a blow from a hammer. 

" If thy wild calumnies were true/' he said, 
feebly, pressing his bursting head, scarcely 
conscious of what he was saying, "thou 
wouldst be as ignoble as thou affirmest them 
to be, for thou didst owe it to thy country to 
divulge their plots." 

" My country ! What care I for my coun- 
try.? I have no country but thee, no god 
but thee, no thought but for thee. If I 
had told thee these things when thou wert 
in the pride of thy strength and power, I 
could not have saved thee. Thou wouldst 
not have believed the word of a slave. Thou 
wouldst have beaten me to death, and Miraone, 
with her arts, would have kept thee blind to 
the end.*' 

Even as she spoke a great flame shot high 

into the air, in the direction of the northern 

gate, and springing to her feet, the girl seized 

Naphtali by the shoulder and exclaimed : 
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" Look, master, the signal ! " 

He staggered up. A huge bonfire was 
burning on the roof of a house that he 
judged must be situated near to his own 
residence. At the same time a great distant 
clamour was heard in the lower city. Simul- 
taneously the sound of a terrific commotion 
in the palace reached his ears. 

" It is thy house," said Vashti, pointing to 
the fire. " They have given the signal for 
the downfall of Zion from the rooftree of 
thine ancestors!" 

" Thou liest, witch of hell ! " shrieked Naph- 
tail 

The strength of madness came upon him, 
and frothing at the mouth, he dashed yelling 
from the roof, followed by Vashti, calling 
upon him despairingly to stop. 
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ERRIBLE confusion prevailed 
in the palace. Oaths and 
hoarse shouts of ** Treason ! 
To arms ! " mingled with the 
clash of steel on steel, and 
cries of rage and pain. Dis- 
tracted officers and soldiers were rushing in 
all directions. The loyal troops instinc- 
tively concentrated round the inner court 
where the king resided. In a few minutes 
Hezekiah himself appeared, sword in hand, 
clad in his armour, and surrounded by 
officers, attendants, and his body-guard ; and 
an effort to ascertain the nature of the 
danger was made. 

It was at first thought that the Assyrians 
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in some way had gained entrance to the 

city. Affrighted messengers, however, soon 

brought the intelligence that a formidable 

rising of the followers of the false gods had 

occurred, and that a mutiny had broken out 

among the troops. Fierce fighting was in 

progress in the great court of the palace 

itself. The mutineers, having their rallying 

stations, and acting on a definite plan, had 

secured control of the two main entrances 

to the palace, and of the gates of the wall of 

the upper city, and were setting fire to the 

House of the Cedars of Lebanon. 

In the lower city even wilder scenes were 

being enacted. On a dais, in a chariot 

drawn by three white war steeds, and fully 

exposed to view, stood Miraone. She was 

attired in white flowing draperies, thickly 

interwoven with silver threads, and spangled 

with bright metal discs, so that her robe 

glistened and shimmered in the rays of the 

moon and the light of torches. On her head 
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was a crescent of gems that flashed with 
every movement. In her right hand was a 
glaive of highly burnished steel. On her 
right, and below her, stood Shammah, looking 
extremely imposing, with his long white 
beard, and in his priestly robes, which were 
of scarlet and white. On her left, and a 
little in advance of her, stood a strange war- 
rior, tall, grim, commanding, who held the 
reins. He was Kalbi-Nadin. Flanking the 
chariot was a band of the priests of Baal, 
mounted. Their beards, too, were white and 
long. The hue of their robes was scarlet, 
and each carried a round burnished shield, and 
a drawn curved sword, also polished to reflect 
the light. Surrounding chariot and priests was 
a large force of spearmen, some of them 
mounted. 

This force increased every moment as the 
chariot passed through the city. The rebel- 
lious soldiery flocked to it. The report spread 
like wildflre that Ashtoreth had appeared in 
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person to deliver Judah from the domination 
of the sect of Yaveh, and to destroy the 
Assyrians. Armed women, the denizens of 
the quarter of the courtesans, the dregs of the 
population, and women infuriated through 
having lost their sons and husbands in the 
war, hurried from all directions to swell the 
army of revolt. They saw the splendid figure 
of Miraone, and believed that she was in 
truth the goddess Ashtoreth herself. 

A man of giant stature and almost nude 
tore with his hands a way for himself through 
the dense human mass. He cried, in a voice 
that was heard above the din, that he was 
Baal, the Sun God, and he shrieked with 
laughter. 

"Place, place for Baal! Ashtoreth calls 
for her lord Baal ! " 

Men struck at him with swords and clubs 
and spears, but he heeded not their blows. 
Blood streamed down his thin, haggard face, 
his matted hair and beard, his breast, his 
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arms. He presented a hideous and fearsome 
sight. His tremendous strength enabled 
him to get so near that one of his hands 
grasped the side of the chariot. Miraone, 
catching a glimpse of his face, screamed 
with terror. In the uncouth figure she had 
recognised Naphtali. But her glimpse of 
him was only momentary. He sank down 
under the rain of blows, and she saw him no 
more. 

It was a savage, determined mob that 
swept toward the upper city with wild cries 
of " Ashtoreth ! Baal ! Death to the prophets ! 
Death to Hezekiah ! '* The residences of a 
number of prophets and Levites on the line 
of march were entered, the inmates mas- 
sacred, and the houses sacked and set on fire. 
At the same time a struggle was in progress 
at all the gates of the city, and especially at 
the great north gate, between the mutineers 
who had been detailed to seize them, and the 
loyalists who were holding them, the latter 
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having refused to be persuaded to join the 
revolt or to surrender their trust. 

The fiercest and most desperate fighting 
was taking place in the upper city. To 
secure the palace, the person of the king, and 
the gates of the wall, was of vital importance 
to the revolutionists, and the attempt had 
been frustrated. The energetic action of the 
officers had had marked effect. At the psycho- 
logical moment many of the soldiers had 
obeyed their peremptory commands instead 
of going over to the mutineers. The loyalists 
fought with the recklessness of despair and 
gave no quarter. The struggle was long and 
obstinate, but when it was over the revolution- 
ists had been driven out of the palace and the 
king's men had recovered possession of the 
gates of the wall dominating the lower city. 

At this juncture a furious blowing of 

horns and trumpets from the watch-towers 

signalled the attack of the Assyrians. The 

effect throughout the capital was startling. 
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Between the double danger the loyal fighting- 
men and their chiefs were for a time stricken 
with panic. The conspirators sent up a fierce 
yell of exultation. The mob that had rallied 
to them, however, hesitated. They dreaded 
their ferocious enemies the Assyrians far 
more than they hated the reform reign of 
Hezekiah, Even the presence of the sup- 
posed goddess failed altogether to reassure 
them. Hezekiah hastily despatched every 
man he could spare of the loyal troops he 
had been concentrating, to man the walls and 
defend the gates. The example of these men 
rushing to their posts and the pressing nature 
of the danger decided some of the revolution- 
ary waverers, and they, too, dashed for the 
walls. The remainder swept on, and Heze- 
kiah prepared to defend the palace and the 
upper city until, in the event of the As- 
syrians being once more repulsed, he would 
be in the position to repress the revolt, if 
it could be repressed. 
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The attack of the Assyrians was made 
in full force, and was most determined. The 
defence of the beleaguered city was equally 
desperate. The moat was bridged by Sen- 
nacherib's engineers and huge battering-rams 
were rushed near enough to crash against 
the great north gate, behind which a sangui- 
nary struggle was going on between the rebels 
and the loyalists. The soldiers operating the 
ponderous gate-forcing machines were re- 
placed as they were shot down by the bow- 
men and slingers, scalded with boiling oil, 
burned with firebrands, or crushed under 
the enormous boulders dropped upon them. 
A whistling, humming hail of arrows was 
sent against the defenders from the archers* 
towers and siege - mounds, covering the 
storming parties who in endless succession 
swarmed up the scaling-ladders. More than 
once some of the Assyrians gained a footing 
on the wall and fought like lions to maintain 
their position, but they were quickly over- 
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powered and hurled down to their death in 
the moat. The coup failed, and at sunrise 
the Assyrians sullenly drew off. 

While the battle was raging at the walls 
a part of Hezekiah's garrison in the palace 
had sallied forth from the upper city to in- 
tercept the revolutionary army. They came 
in contact with the latter very speedily. 
Long and obstinately the civil strife was 
waged, the women fighting with as much 
fearlessness and even more savageness than 
the men. Feminine shrieks of rage and 
screams of terror and agony, the yells and 
shouts of men, the blasts of trumpets, the 
deep roar of a great multitude in riot 
reechoed in the mountains, punctuated by 
the methodic thunder crashes of the batter- 
ing-rams. 

When the soldiers had cut their way 
through the mere mob, they found them- 
selves face to face with their erstwhile com- 
rades, fighting-men of their own calibre and 
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discipline, who, officered by the priests and 
acting under the supreme command of the 
strange warrior in the chariot, for which 
they formed an impregnable rampart, drove 
the loyalists back and followed them up 
closely. 

The Assyrians having finally drawn off, 
however, the king was better able to cope 
with the insurrection. The defection of the 
soldiers who had faced about to repel the as- 
sault upon the city, and the inability of the 
conspirators to help the Assyrians by seiz- 
ing and opening the great north gate or any 
other entrance to the walls, was a serious 
blow to the revolt. The situation indeed 
was extremely precarious. They had accom- 
plished nothing. Kalbi-Nadin early saw 
how the tide was running. Miraone, who 
had only been induced after threats, per- 
suasion, and entreaties to set the kindling 
spark to the insurrection smouldering among 
the populace by assuming once again the 
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theatrical r61e of the moon goddess, was 
paralysed and almost swooning with terror 
and fatigue. She was saved from complete 
collapse only by the menaces and imperi- 
ous admonitions of Kalbi^Nadin, whom she 
secretly feared. At length the grim chief 
of spies wrapped a long, dark, hooded cloak 
about her as he murmured in her ear: 
"Courage, Miraone, our work is done. 
Watch me." 

He had relinquished the reins to Sham- 
mah, who, with frenzied shouts of "Strike, 
strike for Ashtoreth, Baal, and liberty ! Vic- 
tory is ours ! '* was urging on the horses. 
The surrounding men had loosened and 
opened out to press the retreating loyalist 
troops, and the scarlet-robed priests were 
scattered among them, whirling their bright 
curved swords and spurring the rebels to 
greater effort. 

A horseman passed close to the chariot. 
Kalbd-Nadin grasped the bridle, and ordered 
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the rider to dismount. The man turned with 
an angry expostulation, but the words died 
on his lips as he looked into KalbA-Nadin's 
face, and he slid quickly to the ground. The 
Assyrian leaped from the chariot on to the 
horse's back, then bending over snatched up 
Miraone, wheeled the animal about, and had 
vanished long before Shammah missed them. 

The Assyrian did not go far. As soon 
as they were clear of the rushing crowds he 
dismounted with Miraone, and started the 
horse off with a prick of his sword. Then 
they made their way on foot to the house 
of the Widow Hamutal. 

Attacked from every direction, the mob 
was soon dispersed, and the mutinous soldiers 
who still offered resistance had to choose 
between surrender and being cut to pieces. 

The revolt having been suppressed, Heze- 
kiah called a council of war to consider the 
situation. It was recognised that the condi- 
tion of the city, due to the water famine, 
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was desperate in the extreme, and that the 
discontent prevailing, as manifested in the 
insurrection that had been put down at 
such great cost, constituted an even graver 
danger. There was no telling what the end 
might be. Hezekiah's throne was tottering ; 
those who through his favour held power 
would be involved in its collapse. Peace 
with the enemy at any price was determined 
upon. Even Isaiah, who had been the strenu- 
ous advocate of resistance to the last ditch, 
agreed that under the circumstances it was 
the best solution. Envoys were despatched 
to parley with Assur-Iddin, the Tartannu, the 
Vizier having returned to Nineveh. Assur- 
Iddin reiterated the conditions imposed at 
the outset of the siege, and would not 
hear of compromise. He insisted, moreover, 
that twenty women of the king's household 
be delivered up as hostages. 

There was no help for it. The ransom of 
the city was raised, but at tremendous cost. 
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In response to the king's appeal the people 
of all conditions contributed jewelry and 
money. Into chests, placed at the door of 
the Temple, they dropped ear, nose, and 
finger rings, bracelets, amulets, and necklaces, 
to buy off the hated invader ; but to complete 
the ransom, the palace and Temple had to be 
stripped of their treasures, even the doors 
and pillars being denuded of their ornaments 
of brass and gold. Then the people, from 
walls and housetops, saw the sorry spectacle 
of a delegation of some of Judah*s most hon- 
oured chiefs and elders, accompanied by the 
women hostages weeping and tearing their 
hair, pass out of the great north gate to sur- 
render to Assur-Iddin the captive King of 
Ekron, and to bear to Nineveh, as a token 
of Hezekiah's submission, the indemnity de- 
manded. Judah's humiliation was complete. 
The siege of Jerusalem was raised. The 
water famine was at an end. The chastened 

and dismembered country was left for a brief 
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period to heal her wounds, and reestablish 
order out of the national chaos. 

The day of the raising of the siege KalbA- 
Nadin and Miraone found safety in the camp 
of the Assyrian army, within sight of the city 
whose downfall they had helped so effectually 
to bring about. 

Two days later Shammah also arrived at 
the camp, having followed the withdrawing 
army. Search for him was being made all 
over Jerusalem by the soldiers of the king. 
He had escaped by dyeing his hair and beard, 
and donning the uniform of an Assyrian sol- 
dier. He demanded to be taken to Kalbi- 
Nadin. 

A cruel gleam came into the latter's eyes 
when a soldier sought him in his tent to 
apprise him of the demand, and he rose and 
strode to the tent hard by reserved for Mira- 
one. He entered without ceremony. The 
beautiful traitress was at her toilet, painting 

her eyebrows. 
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"Our ally, Shammah, is here," he said. 
" What shall we do with him ? " 

She answered : 

" Do with him as thou wilt. What is it to 
me ? Thou wouldst not have me make love 
to the old goat, I suppose ? " 

" Doubtless he thinks he is entitled to the 
favour." 

"He is. Violent was the love he made to 
me in secret at the Widow Hamutars." 

She made a grimace of disgust and spat 
upon the ground. 

" He is a dog, and an eater of swine," she 
added. 

" Peradventure thou mayest undergo a 

change of heart, for, if this man be he, he 

has drunk of the fountain of youth. The 

soldiers describe him as having a black beard 

curled in the Assyrian style, and as being 

garbed in the uniform of our army. If thou 

wilt divert thyself, deign, O great goddess, to 

appear at the door of thy tent." 
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He went out. 

Shammah was brought before him. The 
chief of the espionage service sat on a chair 
in the open, surrounded by many officers. A 
guard of spearmen was drawn up behind him. 
Shammah's attitude, when two soldiers es- 
corted him into the camp, was one of assur- 
ance. He expected to be treated with the 
honour befitting the head of the Jewish 
revolutionists, the ally of King Sennacherib, 
and the friend of Kalbi-Nadin. He was 
sure of receiving protection, and even 
hoped that, despite the collapse of the 
revolt, he still possessed sufficient influ- 
ence to bring about the deposition of Heze- 
kiah by the victorious Assyrians, and a 
transference of the power to the revolution- 
ary party. 

Instead of the welcome he anticipated he 

found Kalbi-Nadin sombre and forbidding. 

He raised his arms, bowed low, and saluted 

the chief of spies : 
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" May thy soul be bound up in the bundle 
of life, O KaM-Nadin." 

** Who art thou ? " demanded the Assyrian, 
in peremptory tones, ignoring the salutation. 

"I am thy brother Shammah, O great 
chief. And it is hardly matter for wonder 
that thou knewest me not in this disguise. 
But the enemies of our mighty lord, Sen- 
nacherib the Just, the worshippers of Yaveh, 
oppressors of Judah, were too strong for us, 
as thou knowest, although, as thou also know- 
est, we fought valiantly and slew them in their 
thousands. Wherefore I am come to seek 
protection and aid." 

"Thou liest!" thundered Kalbi-Nadin, 
who had recognised him easily. "Thou art 
not Shammah, but a spy, who with some fell 
intent has penetrated into this camp. Per- 
chance art thou come thinking to murder me, 
or peradventure thou hast conceived the de- 
sign of avenging the just punishment of thy 

people's arrogance by assassinating the Chief 
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of the Princes. Thine eyes betray that thou 
art possessed of a devil." 

"Nay, my Lord Kalbi-Nadin," protested 
the arch-conspirator, whose assurance began 
to abandon him, " I can easily prove to thee 
that I am thy brother Shammah. It will 
suffice to recall — " 

" Thou liest, I say," interrupted the Assyr- 
ian. "That thou shouldst essay to pass 
thyself off as that grand and venerable priest 
convicts thee." 

" When I shall have washed the dye from 
my hair and beard and resumed my wonted 
appearance — " 

" Enough. *Tis useless. Thou canst not 
deceive me, nor avert thy doom one minute 
by subterfuge. Too well know I my dear 
brother Shammah. What ! thou darest to 
ridicule that great • man by attempting to 
assume his personality ! Of a truth thou hast 
ludicrously magnified thyself — in thine own , 
eyes. Thou art puny : he is of commanding 
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presence. Thy body is crooked : his is of 
the perfection of the gods. Thy voice is as 
the squeak of a cracked pipe : his is sonorous, 
ringing with the authority that sways crowds. 
Deceit is stamped upon thy villainous face by 
the Father of Lies : nobleness is set upon his 
brow. Yet thou comest to me with soft 
words, saying, * I am thy brother Shammah ! ' 
Truly thou hast been made mad, and thy 
presumption merits that, before putting thee 
to death, I should put thee to the torture to 
drive the devils from thee, and surprise thy 
lips by making thee speak truth. But thou 
art not worth it. Thou art a witless wight, 
thy cunning is as white stitches on black 
cloth. Therefore with a rope I will send 
thee and thy devils expeditiously into the 
under world of the goddess Allat, where in 
eternal darkness and oblivion thy spirit will 
flit about as a bat. Thy body I will send 
' back to Jerusalem with the legend, *This 
thing did call itself Shammah,' that thy 
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people may look thereon and laugh. Let 
him be hanged to yonder tree." 

Half a dozen soldiers surrounded the old 
conspirator. Frantic with fear and horror, 
he struggled violently, crying: 

"This is a hideous mistake. I tell thee, 
Kalba-Nadin, I am Shammah. I will 
prove to thee that I am he. By Baal 
and Ashtoreth I swear to thee that I am 
Shammah.'* 

KalbA-Nadin remained silent and grim. 
Shammah gazed about him despairingly as 
they dragged him away, and saw Miraone 
standing at the door of her tent, watching 
him. 

With a great effort he broke from the 
soldiers, and, running to her, threw himself 
at her feet. 

**Ah, priestess, intercede for me," he 
groaned. " I am thy friend Shammah. 
Dost thou not recognise my voice.-* Tell 
Kalbi-Nadin that I am indeed Shammah. I 
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grasp the hem of thy robe. Thou art my 
city of refuge." 

She gazed at him contemptuously and 
answered not. 

The soldiers seized him roughly. He 
clung to the woman's robe, and would not 
relax his grasp. One of the men, drawing 
his sword, struck off the priest's hand at the 
wrist, and, as the bleeding, nerveless thing 
dropped from the robe, he picked it up and 
threw it away from the tent. They dragged 
Shammah, still struggling, toward the tree. 
Then it became clear to him that he was the 
victim of KalbA-Nadin's duplicity; that the 
chief of spies was perfectly aware of his 
identity; that he had encouraged his ambi- 
tion, and thrown dust in his eyes, so that he 
might use him as a tool to further his own 
ends, and now took this means of ridding 
himself of his dupe. He poured forth a 
torrent of frightful curses upon him and 
upon Miraone until the rope, quickly ad- 
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justed round his neck^ lifted him off his 
feet and strangled further utterance. 

Kalbi-Nadin sent the body to King Heze- 
kiahi and it was rehanged in Jerusalem as an 
object-lesson to the revolutionists. 
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X 31 

Flight and Mission of 
NaphtalL — In the Desert 




|S far as eye could reach, ex- 
tending to the distant line 
where in every direction sky 
and earth merged, stretched, 
below, the tawny ground, 
and, above, the cerulean fir- 
mament, its mysterious depth unflecked by 
the faintest suspicion of a cloud. The sun's 
rays beat down fiercely, heating the parched 
sand to an insufferable degree. The atmos- 
phere was of a transparency that was painful 
to the eyesight. The monotony of the flat 
landscape was not even relieved by a rock. 
To those accustomed to horizons broken by 
mountain peaks and uneven ridges, and to 
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perspectives of laughing green valleys and 
umbrageous slopes, the solitude and sameness 
were calculated to weigh on heart and brain. 

Across this dreary expanse of the desert 
of Palmyra, Naphtali and Vashti made their 
way. They were a strange, a striking 
couple. 

None would have recognised the elegant, 
idolised singer of Judah. Over a worn and 
tattered tunic of fine stuff — remnant of his 
former luxuriousness — he wore the hairy 
goatskin cloak of a peasant. Sandals of 
wood afforded a scant protection to his feet. 
His unoiled hair and beard were neglected 
and unkempt. His face was scarred. His 
once massive, well moulded limbs were gaunt. 
In his leather girdle, from which depended 
a big gourd, a sheathless knife was stuck. 
Slung on his back was his great harp of 
brass. He resembled nothing so much as a 
bear, as he ambled along, heedless of the 
huge heat blisters that stood out on his legs 
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and feet, heedless of the sun that seemed 
bent on shrivelling up the earth and every- 
thing that thereon was. 

Vashti, who trudged painfully beside him, 
was still garbed in male attire, though no 
longer in the armour of a soldier. She wore 
a loose-fitting tunic of sombre material, drawn 
in at the waist by a leather belt, from which 
hung a gourd and a formidable sheathed 
knife. Her legs were encased in tight-fitting 
trunks of supple plaited leather, which, like 
her tunic, were somewhat the worse for wear. 
She also wore soft leather shoes. A turban 
afforded some protection from the sun. A 
cloak of thick, gaudily striped stuff, in which, 
gathered up sack-like, she carried dried dates, 
figs, bread, and other eatables, was slung 
over her shoulder. A stout staff with which 
she helped herself along completed her 
outfit. 

The poet stopped, and looked about him. 

**Beerah," he said — for he continued to 
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call the girl by the name under which he had 
known her as his armour-bearer — "Beerah, 
where art thou ? This glare blinds me, and 
thou art so small that I needs must stoop to 
grope for thee." 

" I am here, beside thee," she answered, 
grasping his hand. 

" Seest thou aught in front of us, or in any 
other direction ? " 

" Nothing." 

"Art thou not aweary.? We must have 
been walking from the beginning of time." 

"We have been pushing on since be- 
fore the sun rose, but we must not stop. 
We ought to reach a spring and trees 
by sundown, although I fear we have 
wandered from the direct route, for I 
have seen no trace of the passage of 
caravans." 

"Child, let us rest. My mind has been 
a blank again, has it not } I remember noth- 
ing, and could have no thought for thee; 
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but my reason returns as suddenly as it goes, 
and then I remember, and am solicitous for 
thee. Let us rest." 

" No, we must not stop. It is necessary 
that we reach water within a few hours — by 
nightfall. There remains little either of water 
or wine in our gourds, despite the care with 
which we have husbanded them, and our 
tongues even now are sore and swelling 
with dryness." 

" Nightfall ! What matters whether it be 
night or day ? I have ceased to take coimt 
of time. The fleeting hours are all the same, 
there is no night nor day." 

" Yet must we push on, lest we perish for 
lack of water, for if we perish thou wilt never 
find her." 

"Water! Water has gushed from mine 

eyes like the raging torrents in the mountains 

after the rain, till the well-springs of my grief 

are dried up. I have wept rivers, oceans of 

tears. Yet can I not drown my remorse. 
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Neither can I wash my burden of sin and 
sorrow away." 

The man drew his hands over his eyes 
in a dazed sort of way, and relapsed into 
the mutism that, with this brief interval 
of conversation, he had preserved for many 
long hours. 

Limpingly they continued their journey. 

Vashti, left to her own thoughts again, 
fell to musing upon their strange pilgrimage. 

When, a raving maniac, Naphtali dashed 
from the roof of the palace on the night of 
the insurrection and fought his way through 
the mob until he was beaten down beside 
Miraone's chariot, Vashti followed him, but 
when she reached the court he had dis- 
appeared in the crowd of hurrying, shout- 
ing men. She made her way to the lower 
city, arguing that perhaps he would go to 
his burning house. She found the house 

partly in ruins. The fire had burned down 
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one side from the roof, but had been extin- 
guished by the servants, who stood looking 
at the wreck, tearing their hair, beating their 
breasts, and wailing. 

Vashti asked for Nathan. A venerable 
man, who, seated on the ground, was rocking 
himself backward and forward and moaning 
despairingly, was pointed out to her. She 
touched him on the shoulder. 

"Art thou Nathan, the steward of Naph- 
tali } " she asked. 

At the question the old man's demonstra- 
tions of grief ceased, and he rose to his feet. 

"I am Nathan; what seekest thou? 
Bringest thou news of my dear master?" 
he queried. 

*'I am his armour-bearer and was with 
him this night." 

She showed him the ring that Naphtali 
had given to her. 

"I expected to find him here. He may 
come at any moment," she added. 
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Then taking the old man aside, she told 
him of the poet's convalescence, and, without 
going into details, of his sudden dementia. 

The old man wrung his hands and beat his 
breast at the recital. 

"The curse of God is upon the city and 
upon this house," he moaned. 

Vashti learned from him the events that 
had preceded the firing of the signal of 
revolt and attack from the roof of the house. 
Between his sobs and moans the old man 
said: 

"The actions of the wife of my lord 
Naphtali had for some days caused me 
uneasiness and aroused suspicion in my 
breast, and I prayed to God that my master 
might return. Many times had she left the 
house at night secretly. Oft did I hie me 
to the palace, but they would not let me see 
him, telling me that the shadow of death was 
upon him. 

"This night an old man and a tall man 
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of swarthy face and fierce mien entered 
and demanded to be taken to my mistress. 
Mindful of my lord Naphtali's orders, I 
resorted to prevarication. I answered that 
I knew not what he meant, that he must 
have mistaken the house, which was the 
abode of Naphtali, the king's singer, as 
every one knew. Roughly the fierce one 
grasped me by the beard and swung me 
round. My senses were leaving me from 
the pain and indignity, but I would not lead 
him to her, and continued to protest that he 
had made a mistake. Hearing the noise, 
others of the household came to my assist- 
ance, but the fierce one ordered them to 
stand aside. Evidently he is a great lord 
and a mighty man of war. His voice is of 
thunder and causes the knees to loosen and 
the heart to quake. None can look him in 
the eye. He has no respect for white hairs. 
"They entered unto my mistress and I, 

filled with fear and rage, ordered a servant 
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to hasten out and summon help. He found 
all the exits guarded by armed men, who 
thrust him back. In a moment my master's 
wife, radiant as the moon at the full, ap- 
peared with the two men. The older of the 
twain, a venerable personage with white hair 
and beard, had thrown aside his cloak, and 
I saw that he was dressed in the robes of a 
priest of the idolaters. They left the house, 
which was immediately invaded by a mob 
carrying fagots and oil, with which they 
rushed to the roof. Heeding not our lamen- 
tations, they tore down hangings and seized 
furniture to add thereto. Then they set fire 
to the great pile. As the flames rose there 
was a tumult without and the voices of men 
united in a roar of ' Ashtoreth ! ' The in- 
truders quickly departed. The doors were 
no longer guarded, and I looked out. In the 
glare of the fire and the light of the moon 
I saw my lord's wife and the two strange 

men disappearing in a chariot surrounded by 
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scarlet-robed priests of Baal and a host of 
armed people. 

" ' Then/ said I, ' surely my lord Naphtali 
is dead.' I would have thrown myself into 
the flames, but these of the household re- 
strained me, and prevented the fire from 
destroying the house utterly. Then we sat 
ourselves down, mourning and waiting for 
death, for on every hand is the noise of hosts 
in conflict, and we know not what has be- 
fallen, and suppose that the Assyrians are 
taking the city. 

"Now tidings of great joy hast thou 
brought me in that I know my master lives, 
and tidings of black sorrow in that thou say- 
est he is possessed of a devil." 

And the old man smote heavily upon his 
breast and wailed. 

They waited throughout the night and un- 
til the next evening, when the noise of the 
fighting having subsided, Vashti and Nathan 
set out to seek the poet. The lower city 
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was a veritable shambles. Bodies of men 
and women lay in heaps everywhere. No 
eflFort to succour the wounded had yet been 
made, and loyalists and insurgents remained 
where they had fallen, and slowly died, or 
suffered and wished they were dead. The 
pest of flies added to their torment and the 
horrors of the situation. 

Vashti and her companion first went to the 
palace, but being unable to obtain any news 
of Naphtali there, returned again to the 
lower city. Vashti had secured an escort 
and working party of a dozen soldiers, and all 
proceeded at hazard, turning over the slain 
where they lay piled, and ignoring the groans 
and piteous appeals of the wounded for help 
or water. 

The search was long and sickening, but 
was rewarded at last. Vashti came upon the 
poet. He was frightfully mangled, and his 
weakness was such, that he could not even 
speak, but Vashti's grief and horror were 
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tempered in a measure by joy, for he was 
conscious and recognised her and Nathan. 
The loss of blood seemed to have restored 
his reason. They formed a litter of a cloak 
and carried him to the palace. Here Nathan 
was persuaded by Vashti to return to the 
house and look after his master's interests. 

Naphtali's wounds healed quickly, but his 
strength returned slowly. He had no desire 
to live. He spoke little and brooded inces- 
santly. His moroseness alarmed Vashti, 
who never left him, watching him by day 
and by night. He continued to call her 
Beerah. Once only did he address her by 
her real name. Then he made the girl re- 
peat to him in detail what she knew of Mira- 
one's life and of her treachery to him, asking 
many questions. 

At last, very suddenly, a change came 

over him. His apathy left him. He seemed 

to have taken a new lease of life, and to have 

but one desire, — to get well. With the re- 
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covery of his will-power he mended quickly, 
but his old-time spirits did not return. One 
day he sent Vashti to his house to ascertain 
whether his harp of brass had been lost in 
the fire. It had not been injured, and she 
returned with it. The singer ran his fingers 
over the cords, and their music electrified 
him. He pressed the great lyre to him, and 
soon his feelings were being expressed in the 
harmony of the instrument and in his face. 
Vashti, sitting on the floor beside his couch, 
listened breathlessly, and gazed at him in 
awe. The turmoil of his mind found an out- 
let in the flood of melody. His tortured 
soul shrieked its pain to Heaven. 

That very day he left his bed. In three 
weeks he was able to go out. 

One night, after an absence of two days, he 
returned, and summoned the faithful Vashti. 

" Vashti,'* he said, gently, "to-morrow at 

sunrise I start on a long journey. For love 

of me, in order to be near me, thou didst 
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assume the habiliments of a man, — wherein 
thou didst transgress the law, which says that 
the woman who dons the garments that per- 
tain to a man is an abomination in the sight 
of the Lord, — and thou hast braved many 
dangers, endured many hardships. In my 
sickness thou hast nursed me with solicitude 
unbounded. But for thee I should surely 
have died. I do not understand thy strange 
infatuation. It is beyond my comprehension. 
It is a mystery that I do not even desire to 
solve. Who but the living God knows what 
is in a woman's heart } It may be possible 
for a woman to deceive even God. A woman 
has betrayed me, torn out my heart, spat 
upon it, cast it down, ground it beneath her 
heel, and — ignominy of ignominies — has 
caused me to betray Zion. I dare not look 
upon the face of my king. I dare not look 
out upon Jerusalem. If the men who delight 
to honour me only knew, they would turn 

and rend me. I am a criminal, an outlaw 
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among men. I have wrought universal ruin 
and desolation. The gibbet waits for me. 
The stones cry out against me. A woman 
has brought me to this. What says the 
sage? 'More bitter than death the woman 
whose heart is snares and nets, and her 
hands as bands.' I have sworn eternal 
hatred to her sex. The very name of woman 
is abhorrent to me. I do not say this In 
unkindness to thee, Vashti. I tell thee what 
is, — because we must part. I turn my face 
from Zion, and never more will mine eyes 
behold the beloved city where for my woe 
I was born. I have transferred to and di- 
vided among the members of my household, 
by deed, all my lands in proportion to the 
position and length of service of each. To 
each also have I given a sum of money. 
What shall I give to thee } " 

" I have not served thee for pay." 

" Thou didst unsex thyself for an insensate 

caprice," said Naphtali, coldly. 
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" No, for love of thee." 

"A childish caprice, I say, inconceivable, 
unheard-of, a whim that could have germed 
only in the foolish brain of one of thy sex. 
Even thou didst think to make a plaything 
of my heart." 

He paused, astounded at the thought of 
her presumption. 

Vashti hung her head. Her eyes filled 
with tears. 

" I do not ask thy love," she said. " I do 
not aspire to the kiss of God. I crave no 
boon but to be fiear thee. Forget that I am 
a woman. Remember me not as Vashti. 
Think of me only as Beerah, thine armour- 
bearer, thy body-servant." 

" No, it cannot be. Resume thy woman's 
garb, resume thy woman's life, from which 
thou hast been too long divorced ; and foras- 
much as thou hast been a good and faithful 
servant to me I will make thee rich." 

He took some money-bags from a box and 
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poured out gold and silver and jewelry in a 
heap before her. 

" With this/' he continued, " thou wilt not 
want for bread. Fine raiment and gewgaws 
canst thou buy, and thy wiles will secure for 
thee a husband. Go, prosper, and as a 
spouse be virtuous, that thy children and thy 
children's children may call thee blessed." 

" No." 

" Take the money and get thee gone." 

'' No. I will not touch it." 

" Thou must. I could not take thee with 
me even though thou wert a man — even 
though thou wert my brother. From this 
journey I shall never return. Its end is 
death." 

"I know. I have read thy thoughts. I 
have divined thy purpose. Thou hast made 
a vow to avenge thy betrayal in the blood of 
Miraone " 

"And the betrayal of Zion in my own." 

" Death has no terrors for me. We must 
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die. To-day, to-morrow — what does it 
matter ? Thou art my father and my mother, 
my brother and my spouse, my king and my 
god. Whither thou goest there also will I 
go, to the sole end that I may serve thee and 
be near to thee. After thee — what ? With- 
out thee — what } I die with thee, or if 
thou descendest first into Sheol, I will seek 
thee there, even as Ishtar sought Tammuz." 

** No, thou art a child, thy folly will pass. 
Thou wilt forget me when I am gone. I will 
not take thee with me.'' 

The girl stepped back quickly, drew a 
poignard from her belt and pointed it at her 
heart. 

" Do not move," she ordered, as, startled, 
Naphtali started toward her to wrest the 
weapon from her hands. " If thou sayest me 
nay, if thou wilt not let me follow thee, I will 
die now, that my last look may be of thee.'* 

There was such resolution, such tragic 

despair in her face that he saw she was in 
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deadly earnest, that even if he moved she 
would plunge the dagger into her heart. For 
a moment he stood irresolute, hoping the girl 
might weaken, then with a discouraged ges- 
ture he said : 

" Put up thy knife. Thou canst come with 
me. What does it matter } " 

" Swear it." 

"The word of Naphtali is his word." 

She sheathed the weapon, and he paced to 
and fro in great agitation. Then he turned 
to her. 

" Thou art mad, mad, mad ! " he exclaimed, 
angrily. "Thou canst never be more to me 
than a slave, than this wood. Dost thou 
understand } " 

" I have never dared to hope for more. I 
want but to be near thee. What can it 
matter to thee } I will make myself so 
small, so small that thou wilt never notice 
me ; yet shall I be by thy side to tend thee 
when thou hast need of me. TThou canst not 
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say me nay. Moreover thou hast pledged 
thy word." 

" I have told thee that I have ^wom hatred 
of thy sex. To me thou wilt be Beerah, my 
man-servant. I will never see in thee a 
woman, and I command thee never to remind 
me of thy sex. At the first infringement I 
will cast thee off ruthlessly." 

*« So be it/' said Vashti, humbly. 

He dismissed her with a gesture, and as 
she went out he said : 

" Remember, we leave at sunrise.'* 

Naphtali sought no rest. Once alone he 

took his harp. Foreseeing that in certain 

contingencies he might find himself deprived 

of arms, he had had one of the ornaments at 

the base of the brass pillar detached and 

transformed into the handle of a long, keen, 

two-edged knife. When in place the knife 

was sheathed in the hollow pillar, and the 

handle, fitted into position and there held by 

a spring, became once more a part of the 
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ornamentation of the harp. This weapon he 
had consecrated to a double purpose. He 
had resolved to seek Miraone until he found 
her, if he had to wander the world over, and 
when he had found her to slay her for her 
treachery to him and to Judah, and then to 
execute justice upon himself for being the 
unwitting medium . of Jerusalem's downfall. 
He had conceived for the woman who had 
duped him a hate as fierce and implacable 
as his love for her had been passionate and 
profound. Apart from the gratification of 
his personal vengeance, he felt that he was 
further justified in slaying her under the 
law which provided the penalty of death for 
the woman who proved faithless to her 
marriage contract. 

He drew the unsullied blade, laid it on his 
couch, and, kneeling, prayed fervently over 
it until the hour of dawn. When he rose his 
face was haggard and drawn, and his eyes 
were bloodshot. He had hardly replaced the 
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knife when Vashti presented herself. He 
ordered her to pack up some provisions and 
carry his harp, and they left the palace. 
Soon they had passed out of the city. 

Morose and silent, Naphtali did not look 
back until Jerusalem was out of sight. Then 
he was seized with an irresistible impulse to 
gaze upon it once more, and ascended a 
height which commanded a view of it. 

The beautiful city sloped upward before 
him, shining in the sunlight. He could dis- 
tinguish his home, the house where he was 
bom, that had been repaired by Nathan, its 
new owner; the house where Isaiah lived 
with his wise wife and their two sons, and 
where he himself had acquired knowledge 
and wisdom from the prophet, and been as 
one of the household from his boyhood ; the . 
Temple, defaced to pay Jerusalem's ransom ; 
the palace where he had been loved of the 
king, and honours had been heaped upon 
him. He thought of all that he had lost, all 
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that he was leaving, the height from which 
he had fallen for love of a woman, and, his 
heart being softened by his grief, he thought 
of the woman. Then the unhappy man ad- 
mitted to himself that in spite of all, the 
greatest loss of all was Miraone. Notwith- 
standing the frightful torture caused by the 
thought that her supposed love for him had 
been but the wonderful acting of a courtesan 
skilled to perfection in the art of deceit and 
of simulating the ineffable passion, notwith- 
standing that to further her own ends she 
had cynically, with refinement of cruelty, 
ruined and abandoned him, he loved her, 
yearned for her, for the intoxication in her 
smile, the madness in her glance, would give 
his tired soul if he could but clasp her once 
more in his arms, expire with her pressing 
her soft body to his, pressing his lips to hers 
to catch her last breath as his knife-point 
searched her heart. 

His misery was too awful to bear. His 
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fingers stiffened and twisted, his body became 
rigid as though every nerve, every muscle 
wer^ knotted, his teeth ground together, and, 
with a cry like the death-rattle of a lion that, 
wounded by the hunter, claws furiously at 
the arrow in its throat, he fell to the ground. 

Vashti was beside herself with chagrin. 
All her efforts to revive him were unavailing. 
In a few hours some travellers on their way 
to Gilgal passed on the route below. She 
besought their help, and Naphtali, supported 
on the back of a mule, was taken to the 
nearest dwelling, the hut of a goatherd dis- 
cernible from the route. 

When he recovered consciousness his mind 
was a blank. For weeks he remained in this 
conditicMi, mentally helpless although phys- 
ically strong. Vashti knew not what to do. 
She did not know for what destination he 
had set out, only that his purpose was to find 
Miraone. Finally she made up her mind to 

leave Naphtali in the care of the goatherd 
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and return to Jerusalem to requisition the 
services of a man skilled in the art of healing 
the sick ; also to replenish their gourds with 
wine. Naphtali having announced that he 
had turned his back on the city for ever, she 
did not dare to take him with her. 

On arriving in Jerusalem she entered a 
hostelry for rest and refreshment. A few 
words of gossip that reached her ears there 
aroused her interest and attention. She 
heard the name of Hamutal mentioned with 
that of NaphtaU. She soon learned that 
great excitement prevailed in the capital. 
The keeper of the hostelry, while filling the 
wine-gourds, told her all about it, glad to be 
able to detail such a sensational piece of gos- 
sip to a stranger who had travelled from afar, 
and was ignorant of what everybody else 
knew and was commenting upon. 

It appeared that the investigation into the 

plot against the king had led to the arrest of 

the Widow Hamutal, from whom a complete 
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confession had been forced. She had told of 
hiding Miraone, impersonator of the goddess 
Ashtoreth; of the murder of Talmon; of 
Miraone's relations with the chief of the 
Assyrian espionage service and with Naph- 
tali, and how the latter had taken her to wife 
and concealed her in his house. Substantia- 
tion of her confession was given in the dis- 
closure of the burial-place of Talmon and his 
soldiers, and, as far as Naphtali was con- 
cerned, by the poet's disappearance, and the 
compulsory admissions of his servants, among 
whom it was established he had divided all 
his lands. None doubted that he had taken 
this action in fear of discovery, and had fled 
with the woman. 

The king was not only astounded and 
grieved at the supposed deliberate treachery 
of the great singer, but furiously wrath. He 
offered an immense reward for Naphtali's 
capture dead or alive, and doubled the price 
already set upon the head of Miraone. This 
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he did in spite of Isaiah's eloquent, even pas- 
sionate, defence of his favourite pupil. The 
prophet would not believe Hamutars story. 
He insisted that all would be satisfactorily 
explained by Naphtali when he returned, if 
indeed he were still alive. He was convinced 
that the poet was the victim of some myste- 
rious conspiracy. He could not, however, ac- 
count for his disappearance except upon the 
theory that he had again been seized with 
fever and become temporarily insane. 

Meanwhile Hamutal was being closely 
guarded in prison so that she could be con- 
fronted by Naphtali should the latter be 
captured alive. 

Vashti in great alarm hastened back to 
the hut. The goatherd in his solitary moun- 
tain home fortunately was ignorant of the 
events which were stirring the people of 
Jerusalem and of the other cities throughout 
Judea. He rarely had occasion to journey 
to the plateau, and his dwelling and occupa- 
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tion were too far removed from the ordinary 
routes of travel for him to receive many 
visitors. But at any hour he might learn 
of the reward offered and recognise in his 
gigantic guest the man for whom search was 
being everywhere made. 

Vashti resolved to depart that very night. 
Her first impulse was to attempt to escape 
to Egypt, but on reflection she decided that 
the great desert offered more security, and she 
knew moreover that, Babylon once reached, 
capture was impossible. Aside from this, — 
being ignorant of Kalbi-Nadin*s promises 
to her former mistress, — she argued that 
Miraone must certainly have returned to 
Babylon. She was well aware that Naphtali's 
resolution was unshakable, and that all would 
be ended with the finding of the traitress; 
but she did not purpose that his vengeance 
should be frustrated, if she could help it. 
Indeed, she had made up her mind that, if the 
poet did not recover possession of his intel- 

243 



The GATE of the KISS 



lectual faculties, she herself would be the 
instrument of his wrath and murder Miraone. 

She secured for Naphtali the peasant's garb 
already described, and by hiding in the day. 
time and journeying at night succeeded in 
crossing the Jordan and reaching the desert 
that intervened between them and safety. 

Naphtali was as a child in her hands. His 
docility was absolute. She directed, he 
obeyed; she led, he followed. At last an 
inspiration came to her. She took the harp, 
placed it in his arms, and touched the strings. 
Once again the sound electrified him. Music 
rippled under his fingers, filling him with 
new life and gradually bringing back his 
memory, and with his memory the full sense 
of his wrongs, fierce hate of the siren who 
had been the cause of his undoing, and a 
relentless craving for revenge. He began, 
too, to recognise how much he owed to 
Vashti, how dependent upon her he had 
been. For the first time he spoke to her 
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of his plans, made her his confidante. He 
agreed that Miraone had probably returned 
to Babylon, and in the direction they calcu- 
lated that Babylon lay they continued their 
weary and necessarily slow journey. Pur- 
posely avoiding the direct trail, however, they 
had diverged to the southward and had prac- 
tically lost themselves in the interminable 
waste. Naphtali, with occasional lapses of 
mind, following prolonged spells of melan- 
choly, was recovering his mental equilibrium. 

Day expired in an immense ocean of crim- 
son that deepened into purple and then paled 
into gold, which was swiftly immersed in the 
obscurity of night. The travellers trudged 
on, until Vashti, at the end of her strength, 
declared she could go no farther and threw 
herself upon the hot sand. Naphtali did like- 
wise. They moistened their swollen tongues 
sparingly. The wine was hot, and but added 
to the torment of their thirst. Vashti' s 
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gourd was empty. Only a few drops of the 
liquid remained in Naphtali's. Their situation 
was desperate. The singer tried to eat a fig. 
He could not swallow it. Resignedly he 
extracted it from his mouth. In a few min- 
utes he had fallen into the sleep of exhaustion, 
to which Vashti had already succumbed. 

He was roused by his companion, who shook 
him until he sat up. The stars were shining 
brightly. Not. a breath of wind was stirring. 
The silence was so intense that it seemed to 
weigh upon the face of nature. Before his 
parched, swollen throat could articulate a 
sound, he heard a rumbling, so faint, at such 
a distance ahead of them, as to be only just 
distinguishable. 

"'Tis thy God, Yaveh, speaking in the 
thunder," whispered Vashti, with awe. 

The rumbling was repeated more distinctly. 

Naphtali reached for his gourd and wetted 

his tongue and lips sufficiently to be able 

to ejaculate : 
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" Tis the roar of a lion. Water cannot be 
many hours' journey off/* 

The knowledge gave them strength. Even 
Naphtali appeared to have shaken off his 
apathy. He rose to his feet, and felt to 
assure himself that his knife was handy in 
his girdle. Vashti followed his example, and 
picking up the harp and provisions, they 
limped on. 

Dawn disclosed some sparse bushes in the 
distance, and by the time the sun had fairly 
started on his daily course athwart the heav- 
ens, they had reached the border of a vast 
marsh. The water was teeming with reptile 
life. In it a flock of pink-necked ibises were 
poising solemnly on one leg. Other long- 
billed and long-legged birds were moving 
among the reeds. The travellers waded into 
the cool water, bathed their faces and their 
cracked lips, and tasted of the delights of 
paradise. 

Skirting the swamp for a few miles they 
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came to a clear running stream and grassy 
slopes, and here, in the shade of some tam- 
arind-trees, they stayed for two days, nursing 
their blisters and resting their feet. 
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APHTALI, although he gave 

way to fits of deep melan- 

^^ Hj choly, had no more lapses of 

mind. His strength of body, 

moreover, increased daily. 

K His melancholy was caused 

by the void left in his heart by Miraone, 

and which the hatred and desire for revenge 

that fired him at other moments did not 

suflSce to fill. In his dreams he lived with 

and for her once again. Awake, in the 

stillness of the night she called to him. Her 

voice was borne to him in the soughing of 

the wind. Without warning her merry laugh 

rang in his ears, the laugh he had loved 

so well, and that so oft had banished his 
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care and dispelled his boding thoughts. She 
came to him in the aroma of the flowers, of 
the trees, of the fecund earth. She appeared 
to him in the flash of the flamingo's red 
plumage, in the twinkling of a star. Some- 
times her lips brushed his forehead lightly, 
almost imperceptibly. Sometimes she kissed 
him on the mouth. The illusion was merely 
momentary. Instantaneously the pitiless re- 
ality would come to him, and each time it 
wounded his soul to its profoundest depth, 
and rankled there. 

The stream which led the wanderers on 
broadened as they advanced. Now they 
feasted their eyes on a boundless view of 
prairie lands. Then the river would be em- 
bowered in foliage so dense as to exclude the 
sun's rays. Countless water-birds lined its 
banks and swam upon its surface. Singing 
birds in the trees kept up a ceaseless twit- 
tering and warbling. Herds of fleet-footed 
gazelles bounded away and scattered at their 
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approach. Jackals innumerable, wild boars, 
and not infrequently lions were seen or heard, 
but no sign of human life was met with. 

For several days they continued leisurely 
along the banks of the stream, until it emptied 
itself into a broad river, the Euphrates. Be- 
side this they continued, going north. At 
length they came upon an occasional hut 
made of sun-dried clay and branches. Then 
evidences of civilisation in the shape of vast 
beds of reeds under cultivation, and tracts of 
growing wheat, appeared, and finally, after 
passing through a few miserable and widely 
separated villages, 'they came to an extensive 
colony of brickmakers. 

The makers of bricks were men, women, 
and children, and Naphtali found that they 
were captives from Israel and Judah, who 
had been sold into slavery. Some were chop- 
ping up straw and reeds, which others were 
mixing with clay. Some were laying the 

fashioned clay out to bake in the sun. Some 
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were piling the finished bricks in stacks. 
Others were loading them upon a long Une 
of carts to which oxen and mules were yoked. 
Men with whips were superintending the 
work. 

The faces of the slaves bore a listless, 
hopeless expression, and at first they took no 
notice of the strangers, or regarded them 
with absolute indifference. But some, seeing 
the harp slung on Naphtali's back and mark- 
ing his great stature, became interested, and 
a few young men, bolder than the rest, gath- 
ered about him, saying : 

"O harpist, play for us.*' 

They pleaded earnestly. Naphtali's heart 
was filled with pity for his hapless compa- 
triots, and taking his harp, he struck the 
cords. At the sound all the workers raised 
their heads and crowded round him. The 
men with the whips, themselves interested, 
also gathered about the singer. He sang a 

cheerful drinking lilt that banished their apa- 
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thy, causing even the saddest to smile, and 
the young people to clap their hands in glee. 
Then up spoke an old, old man, who had been 
gazing at Naphtali intently : 

" O master harpist, thou who art of Zion, 
sing us a song of Zion." 

A plaintive, soulful melody swelled from 
the harp, and Naphtali's grand voice was 
raised in a song of prayer that had descended 
to the Jewish people from generation to gen- 
eration. It evoked in the exiles the memory 
of all that they had held dear and lost, — 
— home, loved ones, fatherland, — and the 
God of their fathers, from whom many had 
turned in their waywardness to put their 
faith in false gods. Tears streamed down 
the poet's face as he sang, and when he had 
finished a great wail burst from the crowd of 
slaves. Many sank upon their knees and 
buried their faces in their hands, or raised 
their arms with hands outspread to the sky. 
Some fell upon their faces. Some rent their 
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clothes and beat upon their breasts. All 
manifested their anguish with sobs and loud 
cries. 

Angered at the spectacle, the overseers laid 
about them with their whips, lashing indis- 
criminately and savagely every man, woman, 
and child within reach of the long thongs. 

For one moment the poet looked on aghast. 
Then, his blood aboil with indignation, he 
dropped his harp and seized with his left 
hand the slave-driver nearest to him. The 
man was as an infant in his grasp. He 
raised him, and with his other hand smote 
him in the face, then cast him bleeding to 
the ground. He would have treated another 
in the same manner, but Vashti restrained 
him. 

"It will make their lot the harder when 
we are gone," she said. 

Naphtali perceived the logic of her remon- 
strance. He lowered his hand that had been 
raised to strike, and released the man, who 
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fled in terror. The slaves, cowering under 
the lash, dispersed to their work. 

Their punishment was stopped by the ad- 
vent of a portly man, who was fanning him- 
self with a palm leaf, and carried a cane, at 
the tip of which was a stone seal. He ap- 
peared to be about fifty years of age. His 
rubicund face was set off by an ample turban, 
and his general appearance denoted benignity. 

" How is this, Katsir } " he asked of the 
man who appeared to be the head overseer. 
" Have, then, thy slaves revolted } " 

" Not exactly that," replied Katsir, scowl- 
ing at Naphtali and Vashti. " It is this wan- 
dering minstrel, a man of their own country, 
who has incited them to discontent by his 
music. He himself did cry like a calf, 
whereat they fell a-bellowing like cows and 
bulls.'* 

The portly one turned in the direction of 
the strangers and surveyed them curiously, 
then with considerable interest. 
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" This giant is not what he seems," he 
observed. " No ordinary, no beggar minstrel 
is he, despite his peasant's garb and uncouth 
appearance. Did he beg of the slaves } " 

" As to that I do not know," answered 
Katsir, sullenly, " but I like not his looks at 
all. Besides, he has the strength of an ox, 
and has sorely mistreated yon overseer. He 
picked him up and tossed him about as 
though he had been nothing more nor heavier 
than a brick." 

The portly one approached Naphtali. 

" Do not go near him, O my lord, lest 
harm befall thee," warned Katsir. 

The portly one, however, waved him aside 
with his fan and advanced. 

" Peace and prosperity be with thee, O 
master harpist," he said, in perfect Hebrew, 
"and peace and prosperity be with thy 
brother." 

** May thy gods abide with thee,'' responded 

Naphtali, gravely. 
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There was a haughtiness and distinction 
about the big, skin-clad man, and a refine- 
ment of enunciation and accent that imme- 
diately satisfied the slave-owner that he had 
judged aright. 

" I ween ye are strangers and have jour- 
neyed from afar, for much I marvel to see a 
minstrel in this part of the country,*' he con- 
tinued, looking interrogatively at the one and 
the other. 

" Thou hast said,*' answered the poet, who 
showed no disposition to satisfy his ques- 
tioner's curiosity. 

" We have travelled in many lands," put in 

Vashti. " Long has my master Naphtali 

sought his young and only sister, who was 

carried away from Shechem when the armies 

of Assyria descended upon our valley city. 

In grief inconsolable have we wandered over 

the earth in the hope that chance may bring 

us to the place where she has been sold into 

slavery, if she be yet alive. My master is a 
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great singer before the Lord, and in the music 
of his harp alone does he find solace for the 
heaviness of his heart." 

Naphtali, who previously had not thought 
of the inquisitiveness or suspicion they might 
excite in a strange country, and the danger 
they ran of being seized as spies, was much 
relieved by Vashti's quick-witted explanation, 
and vouchsafed the additional explanation 
that his freedman, Beerah, was his friend and 
his brother, notwithstanding that the latter 
insisted on calling him "master." 

The slave-owner was much impressed. 

" I am Bel-Arad-Samas," he said. " I am 

a builder of Rimut, a city distant one kasbu 

farther up the river, and where I am about 

to return. I have an extensive commerce 

in bricks with Babylon. I pray that ye will 

honour me by accepting of my hospitality. 

I shall esteem it the greater honour for that 

I prize music above all the arts — even the 

art of decoration. Perchance I can help 
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thee, master harpist, in thy quest, and at 
the least I can offer thee transportation to 
Babylon/' 

Naphtali decided to accept this generous 
invitation. All three entered a cart, to which 
two staid mules were hitched and which was 
covered with a sun-awning composed of a 
material of garish hues thrown over four 
uprights. 

The army of slaves crowded round the 

vehicle, imploring Naphtali's blessing and 

struggling to touch his hands and his skin 

coat. They sent up a cry of lamentation as 

the cart moved off. Naphtali, who had not 

blessed them, feeling that he was unworthy, 

looked back and saw them all on their knees 

with their arms extended toward him, and as he 

looked, the whole company, as though moved 

by a simultaneous impulse, began singing the 

song of prayer that he had sung to them. 

His great frame shook with emotion at this 

send-off, and as he thought of their condition 
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and the woes of his country ; and his hate of 
Miraone waxed fiercer than ever. 

Bel-Arad-Samas called the chief overseer 
to him and admonished him to treat the 
slaves as leniently as was consistent with his, 
their owner's, interest. Then the cart started 
off toward Rimut, and the long line of brick- 
laden vehicles got under way and rumbled in 
its wake to the accompaniment of much 
cracking of whips, prodding with goads, and 
shouting and swearing on the part of the 
drivers. 

The caravan trailed through a country that 
became more thickly populated as the trav- 
ellers advanced and was covered with extensive 
plantations of date-palms. Many settlements 
of brick-makers and several large villages were 
traversed. Numerous ox-drawn carts were 
passed ; and on the water, floating down the 
stream and guided by men with long poles, 
were rafts and curious bowl-shaped craft 
made of wood and leather, or skin, loaded 
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with merchandise from towns up the river. 
Now and then a high-prowed and high-sterned 
galley, rowed by slaves, sped by. 

Rimut proved to be an important city 
built about a temple, protected by high and 
massive walls, and containing many streets 
and market-places. Bel-Arad-Samas was a 
person of consequence in the community, and 
Naphtali found that he was a man of some 
culture. His mansion, one story high, was 
composed of a number of rooms which opened 
on to an inner rectangular court embellished 
by a pleasure-garden, and access to which 
was afforded by a somewhat imposing gate- 
way. The edifice covered a considerable 
area. It was built substantially. The outer 
bricks were vitrified and of varied hues, the 
colours being blended with a happy effect 
that denoted artistic taste. On the walls of 
the rooms were panels decorated in relief 
with leaves of trees and flowers and figures 
of birds and animals, and enframed in tinted 
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tiles. The furniture, while meagre, judged 

from the modern view-point, was elegant, and 

the floors were covered with valuable rugs. 

Bel-Arad-Samas's slaves were numerous. 

On his arrival they ran to assist him to 

alight. Some bore to him perfumed water ; 

others carried odorous ointments with which 

to rub his body, others oils for his hair and 

beard, others changes of garments. The 

master of the house ordered that the 

highest honours be paid to his guests. If the 

slaves were astonished to see their master 

in such company, if they remarked the mean 

clothing of the strangers, their stolid faces 

did not show it. They brought to them 

water, scents, ointments, and several changes 

of apparel of fine texture and rich colours. 

Stalwart and deft Ethiopians, with shining 

ebony skins and glittering teeth, waited upon 

them to rub their bodies, and curl their hair 

and Naphtali's beard. But their ministrations 

and the gifts of clothing were declined, al- 
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though Bel-Arad-Samas insistently pressed 
them to accept and was disappointed at their 
refusal 

Naphtali no longer cared for the luxuries 
of life. He had done with life. He even 
felt a sort of gratification that his body 
should suffer the pangs of hunger, the dis- 
comforts of heat and filth, the resulting sores, 
the aches of weariness, — the grim, uncon- 
scious gratification of the fanatic of the 
monastery, who resorts to self-flagellation and 
mortification as a penance for having ex- 
perienced a tendency to indulge in conscious 
gratification at anything worldly whatsoever. 
He regarded the ills of his flesh as an alto- 
gether insignificant part of his atonement for 
his sin of unwitting lhe-patrie» By some 
mysterious psychological process Vashti had 
come to look upon existence with equal 
austerity and disdain. All notion of sex 
distinction between them had been lost, or 
at the least was in abeyance in both. The 
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girl, loving, fully aware that she could never 
hope to be loved had linked her destiny in- 
separably with the man's. Where he went 
she was to go, when he died she was to die 
— whether sooner or later was of no conse- 
quence. She would not have delayed the 
end by a single moment. It sufficed for her 
that she was permitted to share his existence, 
his hardships, until that end came. This 
privilege was her sole, her jealous joy. To 
her he was the same god in his rags as he 
had been in all his glory as a great lord and 
the idol of Judah. It never occurred to her 
that others could fail to see him as she saw 
him. 

Naphtali refused the gifts of Bel-Arad- 
Samas gravely, with the placidity of one 
simply having no interest in such things. 
Vashti again rose to the occasion, with the 
explanation that he had taken a vow never to 
care for his hair and beard, and never to as- 
sume any but the garb of poverty until his 
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grief was assuaged by the recovery of his 
sister. This supposed vow Bel-Arad-Samas 
was bound to respect, and he ceased further 
to press his offerings upon them, though with 
manifest regret. They, however, sat down 
with him to a sumptuous feast he had had 
prepared, of which they partook sparingly. 

Bel-Arad-Samas never once profited by his 
hospitality to ask indiscreet questions of his 
guests, and most of the conversation was 
carried on by him, his visitors not being in 
talkative mood. 

He told, while Naphtali listened with an 
air of interest, how, owing to the great activ- 
ity in the building and pottery trade, the price 
of reeds had risen to a shekel a bundle, and 
bricks to seven shekels, i8o se per thousand 
loads. Labour, on the other hand, was 
cheap, owing to the large number of cap- 
tives, amounting to many hundreds of thou- 
sands, taken by the Assyrians in the recent 

wars ; and, whereas an able-bodied man slave 
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formerly was valued at a maneh, the current 
price was half that sum, or thirty shekels, 
and a woman with her young child could be 
had for fifty shekels. 

He understood that activity in building in 
Nineveh was also very great. This led him 
to make odious comparisons between Nineveh 
and Babylon. He spoke deprecatingly of the 
builders of the mighty capital on the Tigris. 
Sennacherib, the " Favourite of the Highest 
Gods," was a great patron of building, he 
admitted, but the buildings of Nineveh were 
merely modelled after those of Babylon, and 
were on a far less grandiose scale, the new 
palace of the king perhaps excepted. As 
for the temples, they could not be compared 
with those of Babylon, which were the most 
wonderful edifices mankind had ever seen. 
Not alone in building, but also in science, 
art, industry, and learning, their conquerors 
slavishly imitated the Babylonians. Nineveh, 

at the cost of incessant effort, might, for a 
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time, continue to triumph by force of arms, 
but in the arts of peace, and in intellectual 
culture, Babylon would continue to lead the 
world. 

Naphtali ventured to remark that the 
Egyptians were famous builders, and he 
waxed almost enthusiastic as he described 
the gigantic columned temples and palaces 
he had seen in his travels there when a 
stripling. He also reminded his host that 
the Tyreans were by no means unskilled in 
the art of construction. 

Bel-Arad-Samas had never been to Egypt, 
and he was sceptical anent these marvels of 
the builder's art, while admitting, in the ab- 
stract, the superiority of stone over brick as 
building material. Of the supporting value 
of columns in monumental edifices, too, he 
had his doubts. Columns he considered 
more adapted, in such structures, to the or- 
namentation of walls, fitted in which they 

were often very effective ; but arches were 
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the logical supports of heavy masses of 
masonry. In Nineveh, where stone was 
plentiful, they used it for building purposes, 
but always in the manner that the Baby- 
lonians used bricks, and largely for orna- 
mentation. The men of Tyre, he had been 
told, were carpenters of no mean merit, but 
he considered construction in wood to be a 
mere adjunct of the art of building. 

Speaking of Egypt, he had heard in Baby- 
Ion, where he had many wealthy and influen- 
tial friends, that there was talk of renewed 
hostiUties between that country and Assyria, 
and of preparations for an aggressive cam- 
paign. He had also learned that the recent 
conquests and victories of the Assyrian army 
were to be celebrated at Nineveh by a great 
slaughter and torturing of prisoners of war. 
Meanwhile, according to the gossip in the 
palaces, — and this Bel-Arad-Samas related 
with much gusto, — Sennacherib himself had 

ceased for the time being to occupy himself 
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with public affairs. He even refused to ac- 
cord audience to his generals. It appeared 
that the terrible warrior-king had lost his 
heart to a new favourite, upon whom he had 
lavished the highest honours, and whom he 
had raised to the dignity of queen. The 
most extravagant stories concerning her 
beauty were told, and it was said that her 
talents and wit equalled her personal charms. 
Sennacherib, the gossips said, was as love- 
sick as an adolescent smitten for the first 
time. For the nonce he found no delight 
in things of war, and even the excitement 
of lion hunting had no allurements for him. 
He spent his time in revelry and in devising 
new pleasures for the enjoyment of the fa- 
vourite, and had sent abroad into all lands, 
that weird amusements, unheard-of diversions, 
might be secured wherewith to gratify her 
caprices. 

This gossip was of no interest to Naphtali, 
and he listened without commenting. 
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Then his voluble host took up the subject 
of music. He was familiar with musical in- 
struments, and he greatly honoured the Jew- 
ish people for their skill as singers and 
musicians. Many of his own slaves were 
no mean performers. He had, too, an only 
son who was a bom musician and was mar- 
vellously skilful with the harp, but the child 
was a weakling, and at the present time very 
sickly. At the thought he became sad, but 
soon recovering his spirits, he summoned a 
slave, who brought to him a kinnor of eight 
strings, upon which he played, singing at the 
same time in a tenor voice that was by no 
means unpleasant, and received the compli- 
ments of Naphtali, who for the first time 
began to show real animation and interest. 

Then he asked permission to examine the 

poet's harp. The instrument was too heavy 

for him to handle with ease. He rested it 

on a stool and examined it curiously, with 

the eye of a connoisseur. He tried some of 
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the cords. The sonorousness of the sounds 
startled him, and he uttered an exclamation 
of delighted astonishment. He tried to play, 
but he could not master the intricacies of 
the many strings. With profound respect he 
handed it to Naphtali. 

The poet rose from his couch, took the 
instrument, and standing clear of the table, 
had soon forgotten the earth in the music he 
made, to which he sang softly in his deep 
voice. 

The Babylonian listened breathlessly, and 
when the last chord had ceased to resound 
he threw himself at Naphtali*s feet, crying : 

**No man, but a god in disguise have I 
entertained. Honoured is the house of Bel- 
Arad-Samas. At once when I perceived 
thee did I feel that thou wert not of ordinary 
mortals." 

Naphtali hastily raised his host and set 

him upon his feet. 

" No god am I, O good Bel-Arad-Samas," 
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he said, " but truly a man bom of woman, 
and one whose shoulders are weighted with 
the burden of sore sorrow. Therefore I pray 
thee prostrate not thyself before me/' 

But the Babylonian was convinced that he 
had made no mistake. Like all of his race, 
he was exceedingly superstitious. He had 
never heard such music nor such a voice. 
That the possessor of these powers should 
be wandering about in the miserable garb of 
a peasant of the lowliest and poorest lot, and 
disdain the fine raiment and toilet luxuries 
that all men coveted, was, he argued, not nat- 
ural, notwithstanding the explanation given. 
The folk-tales of the country told how the 
gods sometimes descended, and moved among 
men in the habiliments of the poor. Then 
Naphtali*s very stature and strength were 
further proof that he was no ordinary being. 
Greatly excited, he commanded that his son 
be brought into the room, so that the child 

might look upon his visitors. 
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The boy was brought in by his mother, 
who carried him in her arms. The little fel- 
low, it appeared, was nearly twelve years old, 
but he looked much younger, being very 
small and pimy. He was in the last stages 
of galloping consumption. He had been 
lifted from his bed, and his flushed face 
reposed sleepily against the cheek of his 
mother, a handsome woman about thirty 
years of age, who gazed wonderingly at 
the strangers. 

Eagerly Ben-Arad-Samas took his son 
from her and stood him before Naphtali. 
The boy, frightened, hid his face in the 
folds of his father's robe. 

** Nay," said the man, ** look well upon my 
guest, for he is the lord of music and has 
deigned to honour this house with his pres- 
ence. Thou, my heart's desire, who lovest 
music, listen." 

He leaned forward, and almost reverently, 
almost timidly, as though he feared that he 
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was taking a liberty, touched a string of 
Naphtali's harp, and the boy looked up. 

" Fear nought, my son," said Naphtali, with 
a kindly smile that reassured the little fellow. 
" Pity it is that they have roused thee from 
thy slumber, but I will play for thee, and 
thou shalt play upon my harp if it please 
thee." 

The poet rippled a merry melody from the 
wondrous instrument, and the boy, now thor- 
oughly awake, manifested keen delight. The 
music merged from gay to grave, from tender 
to joyous, now rising softly like the trilling 
of a bird, then ringing out in a forte that 
seemed to shake the house. It swayed the 
sick child's soul responsively, as was evi- 
denced by the changing expression of his 
face. His father watched him with bated 
breath. His mother listened in amazement. 
The boy was labouring under violent eiccite^ 
ment when the music ceased, and he uttered 
cries of wonder and glee. 
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*' O harpist, my lord, teach me to play as 
thou playest," he pleaded. 

Naphtali's heart went out to the boy in a 
burst of loving sympathy. It was the first 
time such an emotion had been awakened 
within him since Miraone's deceit had frozen 
the source of his affection. Tenderly he sat 
him on his knee and guided the little fingers 
over the strings. The boy, as his father had 
intimated, was not without some knowledge 
of stringed instruments, and besides he pos- 
sessed the inspiration of a musical genius. 
He thrilled at the harmonious sounds that 
rose beneath his touch, and the vibration of 
the cords seemed to be communicated to his 
body. His excitement increased as he began 
vaguely to grasp the complex system of the 
instrument. But even as Naphtali, as much 
absorbed as his pupil, aided and guided him, 
the tension of the feeble fingers relaxed and 
they became limp in the poet's hands. Then 
with a deep sigh the child sank sideways with 
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his head resting against Naph tali's body, and 
lay still. The eflfort had been too great. His 
soul had burst from its frail prison and de- 
parted with the expiring notes of the last 
chord his fingers had struck. 

Naphtali's dismay, when he raised the boy 
and found that he was unconscious, was 
indescribable. In affright the mother and 
father rushed to their son, and, realising 
that he was dead, filled the mansion with 
cries and shrieks that brought the entire 
household hurrying to the room. Then the 
slaves, both men and women, mingled their 
moans with those of their master. 

Naphtali was crushed, appalled. 

*' Accursed ! accursed ! I am accursed ! " 
he muttered. "The malediction of Yaveh 
is upon me. Misery and torment carry I 
with me where'er I go. Awhile agone I 
drew down the lash upon my captive coun- 
trymen. Now bring I desolation into the 

heart and home of this worthy man." 
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In his despair he would have snapped the 
strings of his harp, but the watchful Vashti, 
divining his intention, threw herself in front 
of the instrument and seized his hands. 

" Not that, O Naphtali,'* she commanded. 
" Dost thou forget thy vengeance t " 

Once more she dominated him as she had 
controlled his acts when his reason had be- 
come paralysed after his fainting spell on the 
mount near Jerusalem, and he desisted from 
his purpose. But he remained in a condition 
of deep dejection, brooding over the death of 
the boy and the fatal mischance that seemed 
to dog his steps, refusing to talk and even 
to eat until the funeral, which took place at 
sunrise on the second day. Then he rose, 
and, mechanically joining the mourners, fol- 
lowed the body to its final resting-place. 

The child, looking peaceful and fair in 

death, was borne on an open bier to the 

cemetery near the city. The burial - place 

was a veritable town in itself. It was laid 
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out in streets, the tombs forming them re- 
sembling houses. In front of some of the 
more pretentious mausoleums were gardens, 
and in the middle of some of the streets ran 
a rivulet, symbolical of the waters of life that 
gushed from beneath the throne of the god- 
dess of the dead. Beside the bier walked 
the stricken parents with half a dozen priests, 
and preceding, flanking, and following it was 
a numerous band of women, who tore their 
hair, covered themselves with dust, wailed in 
shrill accents or chanted a weird threnody. 
Mingling with them were the household of 
Bel-Arad-Samas and a great concourse of 
the people of Rimut, all of whom carried 
green branches and kindling-wood. 

At the cemetery the child's body, dressed 
in his gala clothes, and decked with the jew- 
elry and other ornaments that had adorned 
his person in life, was laid, together with 
his toys and musical instruments, on a mat 
of reeds in an open space beside the family 
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tomb, which contained several chambers, 
and, amid the piercing wails of the mourn- 
ers, professional and other, his mother 
and father bade him a heartrending fare- 
well. Bel - Arad - Samas in his despair de- 
livered himself of a passionate and touching 
oration that nearly distracted Naphtali. The 
poet continued to deem himself responsible 
for the boy*s death, and he tore his hair and 
beard as he listened to the grief-stricken 
father's eloquence. Spreading his arms over 
the bier and gazing fixedly at his son's face, 
Bel-Arad-Samas said, as though speaking to 
himself : 

" May the wind carry away my faults, for 
deeply have I drunk of the waters of anguish. 
This, which is but dust, lived and moved, and 
was beautiful to look upon. It ran to meet 
me, to be clasped in my embrace, and its 
laughter, gladdening my life, rang through 
the house which now is silent and desolate. 
These lips, which were warm and ruddy and 
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babbled joy into my heart, are blue and cold 
and dumb. These hands, that caressed my 
face, are motionless and stiff. All this, that 
was life and sunshine, has become a clod, a 
thing that the all-purifying fire alone can 
wrest from the hideous ravages of dissolu- 
tion. Alas! beautiful boy, why art thou 
not eternal, like the earth, which was with- 
out beginning and is without end t Thou 
hast descended before thy time, and, for my 
sore sorrow and the grief of thy mother, into 
the abode of darkness, which, forasmuch as 
thou wert favoured of a god, and that thou 
mayest not weep for the light of day, may 
fire illumine, as well as the sun and moon 
and the five planets, interpreters, and the 
thirty stars, counsellors of the gods, which 
see all that passes among men and in the 
skies. And forasmuch as thou art buried 
with all due rites, and art furnished with the 
objects that thou didst cherish in life, and 

with the aliments that thou wilt need in thy 
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shadowy existence, may thy spirit return to 
bless the home of thy father, who has thus 
assured to thee eternal repose." 

At the conclusion of this allocution the 
mat of reeds was drawn over the body and 
covered with a layer of asphalt, over which 
was spread a thick coating of clay. Upon 
this the people heaped the kindling-wood and 
branches, to which a priest set light, reciting 
in a loud voice as he did so a hymn in praise 
of fire. Fruit, the flesh of calves and of 
sheep, birds and fish, aromatic herbs and 
sweet-smelling ointments were consumed in 
the blaze as an offering to the gods and to 
the deceased. 

When the fire had burned itself out a hole 

was made in the -covering of clay in order 

that the spirit might issue to partake of the 

wine and oil and fruit and grain placed beside 

the oven in vases and plates of metal, and a 

gang of slaves began to build round the 

mound another chamber to the mausoleum. 
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Exhausted with grief and his long vigil by 
the body, Bel-Arad-Samas and his wife were 
led away by their relatives and friends, and 
Naphtali, fearful of bringing further disaster 
upon his host, separated himself unnoticed 
from the company, and, accompanied by 
Vaphti, turned his face toward Babylon. 
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The Vision of Naphtali, — Bab- 
ylon, — RimmoHy the Wrestler 






1 



[HE two travellers did not fare 
far on their wa^ to Babylon, 
1^ ii for both were extremely 
fatigued. That night they 
reposed under the stars once 
more, Naphtali*s slumber 
being long and deep. Vashti, as usual, slept 
lightly, and watched over him. When he 
awoke he was labouring under some excite- 
ment. His dejected manner had changed to 
an air of eagerness. There was unwonted 
elasticity in his movements. 

"Beerah," he volunteered, for the girl 
never questioned him concerning the reason 

for his changing moods, " this night I dreamed 
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a dream that I do not understand, yet that 
almost inspires hope within me. 

** Encompassing me was darkness impene- 
trable, and I was filled with a horrible dread. 
Vainly I strained my eyes in the obscurity : 
I could see nothing. I stretched forth my 
hands : they encountered nought but the 
empty air. I seemed to feel that on all 
sides of me was a precipice. My heart and 
my throat contracted with terror. I tried to 
cry out : I could not. I advanced my foot a 
finger's width, but drew it back, fearing to 
fall. There was a rustling and fluttering 
around me, made, it seemed to me, by the 
wings of birds. 

"Out of the darkness there came a groan. 
In the opposite direction another groan re- 
sponded. In a little while on every hand 
arose an awful groaning, in tones ranging 
from deep to shrill, as of countless men in 
pain. These sounds increased my dread. 

They waxed louder and louder, and the 
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dominant note of anguish more pronounced, 
until all were blended in one universal appeal- 
ing cry of ' Naphtali ! ' It broke again into 
the discordant, harrowing chorus of groans, 
which then once more united in the appeal 
to me. Seven times did this occur. Then I, 
recovering my voice, called into the darkness : 

" ' Here am I, Naphtali. What will ye of 
Naphtali } ' 

" The voices answered : 

" * O Naphtali, saviour of the world, save 
us!' 

" I called : 

" ' Who are ye > * 

" They answered : 

" ' We are of all the twelve tribes, even the 
sons of Israel.' 

" I called : 

" ' Whence come ye J ' 

" They answered : 

" ' From all lands, even from the uttermost 

parts of the earth. Our bones lie at the 
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bottom of the salt deep, o'er which the 
galleys of the men of Tyre toss and skim. 
They bleach on the sands of the desert. They 
strew the coasts of Ophir. They nourish the 
forests of Inde. They are scattered over all 
the country that is between the four seas. 
O Naphtali, saviour of the world, arise, avenge 
and save ! * 

** I called : 

" * How shall I avenge } ' 

" They answered : 

" ' Life for life, eye for eye, tooth for tooth, 
hand for hand, burning for burning, wound 
for wound, stripe for stripe, even as it is 
written.' 

'* I called : 

<* ' How shall I save ? * 

" At this the darkness was illumined by a 
great light, so dazzling that I could not see 
more clearly than in the darkness. Out of 
it spoke a voice of such grandeur and majesty 
that it filled the void that is between the 
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earth and the firmament. Quaking with awe 
I fell upon my face. The voice said ; 

" ' Out of death shall come life. Out of the 
darkness shall come light. Out of oppression 
shall come freedom. Tenebrous and long is 
the way through the ages, fraught with tribu- 
lation and suffering. But at the end a faith 
shall prevail that shall be a manifestation of 
moral and mental activity, not a form of in- 
tellectual quiescence. In that day the law 
inexorable of an eye for an eye shall find no 
place. In that day thy people, even the 
children of Abraham, shall teach the brother- 
hood of man, a sweet companionship that 
shall embrace and weld all creeds, and bring 
the whole world closer to the Creator and 
Lord of All/ 

<<Then the light vanished and I awokoi 
with the sound of the voice still in mitie ears, 
and a new life within me. 

<< What thinkest thou the dream can mean^ 
what portend ? " 
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" I cannot say," returned the girl, slowly. 
" The ways of fate are inscrutable. I would 
not seek to know them if I could. The pres- 
ent suffices for me, and the present is thee. 
I know a seeress in Babylon who has the 
power to interpret dreams. Mayhap she 
could interpret thine. For a piece of money 
she predicted, that a great future was reserved 
for me, and her prediction has come true." 

To this suggestion the poet made no re- 
sponse. He was meditating profoundly upon 
the significance of his vision. 

The appeal of the spirits of the dead that 
he should avenge them, he thought he inter- 
preted aright as a token of Divine approval 
of his mission of murder. Out of this sup- 
posed revelation that Yaveh guided his foot- 
steps grew the belief that he had actually 
been chosen by the Most High to punish 
Miraone, the betrayer, for the disaster that 
had overtaken Judah. This conviction it 
was that had instilled in him new energy 
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and renewed his confidence which had been 
seriously shaken by the death of Bel-Arad- 
Samas's son, for he had looked upon the 
fatality as an ominous omen. The appeal, he 
was satisfied, was an answer to his invocation 
made, in oh ! what agony of mind, through 
the late night hours, over his avenging blade, 
ere he set out on his journey. It was a 
promise that he would not succumb until his 
task had been accomplished, that no power 
on earth could prevent its consummation. 

That he should be called upon to save, 
however, he could not understand. Long 
and prayerfully he pondered, but he was un- 
able to interpret the appeal. Still he doubted 
not that this, too, would be made clear to 
him in due course. 

The dazzling light, the voice that emanated 
therefrom, had proclaimed the eventual tri- 
umph of Judah over all her enemies, her 
attainment of a splendid destiny. This com- 
forted him, moved him with a holy, patriotic 
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emotion. JBut he did not know what meaning 
was hidden in the mystic words that told of 
" a faith that shall be a manifestation of moral 
and mental activity, not a form of intellec- 
tual quiescence," and of a universal condition 
of society in which, contrary to all usages, 
precedents, and traditions, the law of retalia- 
tion would find no place. He could not 
reconcile this with the Divine sanction of his 
own mission. He supposed that this enigma, 
like the other, would be solved for him in 
the future. 

He was still lost in thought when Vashti 
touched his arm and pointed to Babylon 
looming in the distance. Naphtali, fascinated, 
gazed long at the world-famous city. A 
thousand thoughts surged through his brain. 
Was his pilgrimage nearing its end at last t 
Did the tremendous walls shelter Miraone in 
the labyrinth of temples and palaces and marts 
behind them } Was he about to behold her 

once more, to meet her face to face, to watch 
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the luring smile fade in her eyes as they met 

his and widened in the fear of death, to press 

her quivering in his arms as he slew her, to 

mingle his life-blood with hers ? His heart 

beat violently. He stopped, shaded his eyes 

with his hand that he might view the scene 

more distinctly, and in his tense • emotion 

uttered aloud his thoughts in this prophetic 

apostrophe : 

" O city, splendid above all cities, abode of 

sensuous joy and voluptuousness, lascivious 

daughter of the Orient, thou who tendest the 

cup of pleasure for the thirsty peoples to 

drain, courtesan of the world, whose name, for 

countless aeons after the sand of the desert 

shall have engulfed thee^ leaving no trace, 

will fire the imagination of mighty nations 

yet ungermed, with which thy genius, thy 

science, thine opulence will endure only as a 

legend — boldest thou for me the supreme 

voluptuousness of vengeance and of pain ? 

Is now my dolorous wandering to end in the 
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ecstasy of death ? Ah ! if this is indeed to 
be, don now thy raiment of rarest broidery, 
bedeck thyself with thy most scintillating 
jewels, spread thy rugs of most splendid dye, 
open wide thy bull-guarded gates, that I, 
Naphtali, the Sweet Singer, the elect of 
Yaveh, may come into mine own." 

They made their way into Babylon through 
a great arched gate that was reached by 
steps. It was flanked by high crenelated 
towers. At the entrance, as though keep- 
ing watch and ward, were colossal statues 
of grim-visaged androcephalous bulls. The 
roof of the long vaulted passage was dec- 
orated with designs on enamelled bricks of 
brilliant colours. Gigantic figure^s of winged 
genii, warriors, and animals ornamented the 
walls. At the end of the passage was an 
extension of buildings, forming a street. 
Some of these were the quarters of the sol- 
diers on duty at the gate. Others afforded 

free shelter, where the passer-by could rest 
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in the shade of the mighty walls. At the 
extremity of this street, the city itself was 
disclosed to view, with its quays, its bridge, 
its splendid palaces, its vast gardens, and its 
temples, whose seven stories, superposed in 
a pyramid, were each painted in a different 
colour, the gilded observatory of the astron- 
omers at the summit flashing in the sun- 
light, a crown of golden glory. Palaces and 
temples were reflected deeply in the Eu- 
phrates they bordered, and which, borrowing 
its hue from the sky, shone in the distance 
a broad vein of purest turquoise. 

Naphtali and Vashti avoided the (quarters 
of the palaces, with their raised, paved thor- 
oughfares, and, traversing a very wide mar- 
ket-place, found themselves in the narrow 
streets and bazaars of a manufacturing and 
commercial district. The awnings stretched 
between the houses afforded protection from 
the too ardent sun. 

Naphtali's appearance excited no little curi- 
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osity, and, partly to escape the stares of the 
people, and also because both he and Vashti 
were tired from their journey, he turned 
at hazard into the underground, low-roofed 
cellar of a beer-house, and, throwing him- 
self on a lounge of cushions, called for some 
wine. 

The place was a popular rendezvous for 
wrestlers, foot-racers, and professional ath- 
letes of all kinds, and was also much fre- 
quented by soldiers. A number of these 
men were assembled in the place, talking 
loudly and laughing boisterously. They gazed 
at the ynkempt giant in astonishment. Naph- 
tali seemed oblivious to their presence. He 
was in a deep reverie, still under the influ- 
ence of his emotion at the thought that his 
pilgrimage was about to end, and did not 
even hear the remarks that were passed upon 
his appearance. Vashti sipped her wine, con- 
templated the company, and listened, appar- 
ently unmoved, to their comments. 
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« He must be an Aramean, a tender of 
herds/' 

" But he has a harp." 

" The harp is as fearful and wonderful as 
the man. Who ever saw such an instru- 
ment } " 

" I have heard that these men of the plains 
are not unskilled with the pipe, with which 
they enliven their solitude, but I have never 
heard of them as twangers of harps." 

" I don't know whether he is an Aramean 
or not. He looks like a cross between a lion 
and a camel." 

This sally, which provoked roars of laugh- 
ter, was made by an individual of enormous 
girth. His muscles stood out in bunches 
on his bare arms and legs. His head was 
nearly bald, and his beard, which also was 
scant, was as stiff as hogs' bristles. He 
was Rimmon, the famous wrestler, and he 
was the centre of the admiring crowd of 
sports and strong men, sycophants who 
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laughed at or applauded — according as was 
flattering to him — everything he said, and 
contended garrulously for the privilege of 
buying drinks for him. 

" He looks as though he could give even 
thee a tussle for thy money, Rimmon,'* re- 
marked a soldier. 

Rimmon scowled. Then he laughed, and, 
going over to Naphtali, brought his hand 
down with a sounding thwack on the poet's 
shoulder. 

" O gentle shepherd ! " he bellowed, " come 
back from thy journey to the stars, and tell 
us what thou sawest there." 

Naphtali, thus rudely roused from his medi- 
tation, looked at the big wrestler in surprise. 
Then an angry gleam came into his eyes, but 
quickly died out again, and he responded, 
mildly : 

" Friend, go thy way in peace, and attend 
to thine own business, and I will attend to 



mine." 
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There was a burst of mocking laughter 
from the company at this, and Rimmon went 
on : 

"Of a truth, thou aft not sociable, my 
rustic buck. This honourable company fain 
would honour thee by listening to thy music. 
Canst thou play thy queer instrument ? They 
say that you pastors of the plains can only 
play on the pipe." 

Naphtali returned no answer. The eyes 
of the crowd were upon Rimmon, and the 
stranger's contemptuous silence excited his 
ire. 

" Dost hear me, O goat t Sleepest thou } 
This honourable company commands thee to 
play," he said, peremptorily. 

"Yes, yes," chorused the wrestler's ad- 
mirers. 

Naphtali retorted : 

" Get thee gone. The wine has mounted 
to thy pate and bemuddled thy wits." 

Rimmon was staggered. 
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"Dost know whom thou art talking to? 
Rustic, I am Rimmon ! *' he announced. 

" I have never heard of thee, and I do not 
want to know thee," commented Naphtali, in 
bored tone. " Get thee about thy business, 
friend.*' 

Never heard of him! Never heard of 
Rimmon ! Laughter shook the company. 
Rimmon was furious. 

"Well," he roared, "if thou hast never 
heard of me, thou shalt have good cause to 
remember me, and thou canst return to the 
solitude of thy plains, and tell thy fellows 
who also consort with sheep how, when 
thou wouldst not play, Rimmon made thee 
dance ! " 

Vashti, who during the latter part of this 
colloquy had been fidgeting on her seat, 
sprang to her feet, and, white with passion, 
drew her knife. 

" Dog ! Stand back ! " she ordered, facing 

Rimmon. "Back, I say! Raise not thy 
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hand against him if thou valuest thy carcass. 
He is not to be braved by the like of thee. 
Know, fool, that thou art not worthy to lave 
the feet of this lord.'* 

The man seized her, wrested the weapon 
from her in a trice, and held her by the ear 
clear of the ground, as one might lift a kitten 
by the scrufF of the neck. " This is how I 
treat froward boys," he said. 

Vashti uttered a scream of pain. 

Then something happened to Rimmon. He 
bumped against the ceiling, and lay at full 
length on the floor, where he had been 
dashed, and the " gentle shepherd " was stand- 
ing over him, glaring at him with eyes ablaze 
with fury. 

His astonished friends dragged him to his 

feet, and fully three minutes elapsed before 

he understood what had occurred. Then his 

rage knew no bounds. He had been taken 

unawares and thrown by the supposed rustic. 

He, the great Rimmon, the unbeaten wrestler, 
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the idol of Babylon, had been worsted by a 
stranger, an unknown shepherd, a man of the 
plains ! He was badly shaken, but his repu- 
tation was at stake: he must instantly re- 
trieve the disaster, and he resolved that he 
would not only throw the giant herdsman, but 
wipe out the humiliation of the reverse he 
had suffered at his hands by killing him. He 
decided to break his neck in a twist that oft 
had gained him victory. 

With amazing agility for a man of his 
weight and bulk he rushed at Naphtali, who, 
owing to his height, had to stoop to avoid 
striking his head against the ceiling. Vashti, 
who had regained possession of her knife, 
was struggling frantically in the grasp of the 
crowd, who kept the supposed boy from inter- 
fering with Rimmon's movements. For a 
moment, as the two combatants clutched each 
other, there was a swaying of bodies, a 
straining of muscles ; then Rimmon was lifted 

off his feet, and hurled with terrific force 
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clear through the door on to the steps that 
led up to the street, where he lay crushed 
and senseless. Without pausing to take 
breath Naphtali turned his attention to the 
crowd of cowed athletes and soldiers, and 
drove them helter-skelter from the place. 

Rimmon, the wrestler, soon revived, and 
though his friends had ventured back to the 
vicinity of the beer-house, and their numbers 
had been greatly augmented by the people in 
the street, attracted by the noise of the 
fracas, he did not want to try another fall 
with his terrible antagonist. Crestfallen, he 
dragged himself away as expeditiously as he 
was able. His companions also judged dis- 
cretion on this occasion to be the better part 
of valour, and did not venture to reenter the 
place. 

Naphtali, when the crowd had diminished, 
quitted the beer-house, and secured lodging 
in a humble hostelry in a quiet street. He 
planned to obtain a clew to Miraone's where- 

301 



a The GATE of the KISS g 

about s by haunting, in the guise of a mendi- 
cant minstrel, the palaces of the rich, the 
quarters of the poor, and the markets, bazaars, 
streets of the gates, and other public resorts. 
Vashti was of the opinion that if her \^ilom 
mistress was in Babylon at all she would be 
found or heard of among her former asso- 
ciates, the courtesans, or in the purlieus of 
the Temple of Mylitta, where women of every 
condition offered themselves to all and sun- 
dry in homage and sacrifice to the goddess. 
Naphtali was inclined to share this view, and 
accordingly resolved to begin his search in 
the marts of smiles. 

But the poet had counted without the 
people of Babylon. The news of Rimmon's 
easy and utter defeat by the great uncouth 
"herdsman** was disseminated very speedily 
throughout the capital, creating a universal 
sensation. Some were incredulous. All were 
eager to see the new champion. Naphtali, as 
the incarnation of the triumph of brute force, 
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found himself the most famous character in 

Babylon. None knew his name. Men spoke 

of him as "The Shepherd." He could not 

appear in the streets without being followed 

by an enthusiastic crowd of men and boys. 

The people gathered in and about the obscure 

hostelry, in the hope of catching sight of him. 

The cofifers of its proprietor bulged with 

shekels. He basked in prosperity such as 

he had never dreamed of in his moments 

of rosiest optimism concerning the prospects 

of business in Babylon. But he was a sorely 

puzzled boniface. In his gratitude for the 

favour they conferred upon him by staying 

there, he would have lavished upon his 

strange guests the best his house afforded, 

nay, that the market could furnish. They 

partook only of the most frugal fare, and 

insisted upon paying for that. All Naphtali 

asked was that none should be permitted 

to intrude upon him, and his wish was 

respected. 
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His sudden popularity was a matter of 
extreme embarrassment and chagrin to the 
poet, who once had gloried in, and even 
courted, the adulation of the populace. It 
was a contretemps that he could not have 
foreseen. It prevented him from pursuing 
his quest. Vashti, however, when not in his 
company, escaped notice. Alone she prose- 
cuted the search, cautiously, adroitly, with 
unswerving patience, as though to the 
manner bom. Miraone one day, long ago, 
had vanished from the ken of her old-time 
acquaintances, and none had any notion as 
to what had become of her. High and low, 
employing a thousand ruses, the ex-slave ex- 
plored the city, insinuating herself into the 
most unpromising places. No trace or intel- 
ligence of the beautiful traitress could she 
obtain. 

Vashti conceived the idea that Miraone 
might have gone to Egypt with Kalbi-Nadin. 
The chief of spies, she conjectured, was pre- 
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paring on the spot for the war which Bel- 
Arad-Samas had said was, according to gossip 
in the palaces of Babylon, to be undertaken. 
The more she thought about it, the more 
convinced was she that her surmise was 
correct. 

She urged that they set out for that dis- 
tant kingdom, but Naphtali was reluctant to 
adopt her deductions. He had a presenti- 
ment that his search was soon to end, and 
Vashti's daily reports of insuccess could not 
discourage him. His faith in the omen of 
his vision on the road to Babylon could not 
be shaken. 
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XIII n 

TAe Dungeon 

HE search for Miraone was 
destined to be rudely inter- 
rupted by an untoward event 
growing out of the fame of 
Naphtali^s exploit in over- 
coming Rimmon. It reached 
the ears of Belib, the viceroy, and he com- 
manded that the wrestlers conqueror be 
brought before him. Belib, a comparatively 
young man, was the ostentatious patron of 
all sports. He wanted to see the champion 
about whom most wonderful stories were 
being told. "The Shepherd'* was credited 
with marvellous feats of strength. 

Rimmon, who, smarting under the shame 

of his defeat, had remained in seclusion, had 
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been summoned to the presence of the 
viceroy, whose prot^g6 he was and whose 
confidence he still retained, to explain his 
misadventure. He admitted that he had 
been worsted, and said that he was unable 
to account for it. The viceroy promised 
that he should have an opportunity publicly 
to recover his lost prestige. He assured 
him that he would have "The Shepherd" 
pitted against him in a great contest of 
wrestling and feats of strength and of arms 
to be held in honour of Nergal, God of War. 
Rimmon was anything but enthusiastic at 
this proposition. He said that he was will- 
ing to meet the enemy's most notorious 
strong men, or the strong men from any 
country on earth, and would defeat them all, 
one after the other ; but he did not want any- 
thing further to do with the man-headed lion 
of the plains. He insisted that the so-called 
shepherd was no man. 

Belib, whose curiosity was roused to the 
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highest pitch by this pusillanimous attitude 
of the usually blustering and hitherto uncon- 
querable champion, and whose sporting in- 
stinct also was keenly excited, intimated to 
Rimmon that he nevertheless would have 
to oppose the shepherd, and ordered him to 
get himself in readiness for the struggle. 

Naphtali, with his inseparable harp slung 
on his back, appeared before the viceroy, who 
examined him with the eye of a connoisseur. 
The poet during the scrutiny stood humbly 
with bowed head and his arms pendent at his 
sides, waiting to be questioned. 

"So thou art the man who defeated 
Rimmon.^" observed Belib, interrogatively. 

" Such an one did interfere with me with- 
out warrant,'* replied Naphtali. 

"And thou didst humble the greatest 

wrestler in Babylon ! It is a truly notable 

exploit, shepherd. Are there on the plains 

thou roamest many more giants of thy 

valiance and strength } 
308 
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"No guarder of herds am I, nor came I 
from the plains. My name is Naphtali, and 
I am a minstrel of Judea." 

"It ill beseems a man of thy might to 
twang a harp, and thou didst well to come 
to Babylon, where thou canst employ thy 
muscles to some purpose. Never before did 
man throw Rimmon. What is the greatest 
weight thou canst lift ? " 

" I do not know.'* 

" We shall see. Strong man, I am minded 
to extend my favour to thee, to afford thee 
the chance under my high auspices to achieve 
fame and wealth. Thou shalt confront Rim- 
mon again in the public games, and if thou 
defeatest him, greatly will I honour thee. 
Meanwhile I will attach thee to my house- 
hold, and will command that they furnish 
thee with the best of the table and suit- 
able apparel. Meseemeth there is a certain 
comeliness beneath thy rough appearance. 
I will speak with thee further when they 

309 



g The GATE of the KISS g 

shall have transformed thee into a Baby- 
lonian." 

" Deeply sensible am I of my lord's sur- 
passing generosity and condescension. But 
I am a man of peace and of many sorrows, a 
minstrel, and no wrestler. I seek nor fame 
nor wealth, wherefore I humbly pray that my 
lord will permit me to go my way." 

Belib frowned. He was astonished as well 
as displeased. 

" What is this ? Thou ref usest the bounty 
of my protection } " 

" I ask nothing save that thou wilt permit 
me to go my way." 

" Slave, thou bravest me ! Yet do all men 

wot of the magnanimity of Belib, Viceroy of 

Babylon. It is in the mouth of everybody. 

The poets sing of it. It is the theme of many 

lays. Thou hast heard of it without doubt, 

and art emboldened to abuse my mansuetude. 

Nathless, if it be thy desire, I will permit thee 

to go whithersoever thou listests " 
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" My lord is the very embodiment of indul- 
gence. He is the favourite of the highest 
gods." 

" I will permit thee to go whithersoever 
thou listests — when thou shalt have defeated 
Rimmon. Thou wilt measure thyself with 
him in the public sports.'' 

** I have told thee that I am a minstrel and 
no wrestler. I will not make sport for thee 
or thy people/' declared Naphtali, haughtily. 

The viceroy flushed purple with choler at 
his audacity, but Naphtali's proud blood was 
also roused. He drew himself up to his full 
height as he lifted his eyes to those of Belib, 
who was seated on a throne approached by 
seven high steps, and his demeanour was of 
superb dignity, that of a man of high station, 
of a ruler of men. 

The viceroy was too wrathful to be im- 
pressed or to see in him something more 
than a lowly peasant. 

"What ! " he thundered. "Thou refusest 
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to meet Rimmon at my bidding! Thou 
darest to affront Belib! Before the day 
of the sports, grovelling before me, slave,, 
thou wilt implore the boon of being put out 
of thy misery by Rimmon' s twist of the 
neck. Yea, Rimmon then shall wring thy 
neck. . . . Take him to the vault that is 
beneath the river, and guard him there for 
the torture until such time as I decide what 
form it shall take." 

A score of soldiers surrounded Naphtali, 
who made no attempt at resistance. They 
took him away down many steps into a long 
subterranean passage, and thrust him into a 
dungeon far below the level of the Euphrates, 
on the bank of which the palace stood. It 
was a spacious cellar, totally dark, without 
any opening in it except the door. The only 
air admitted to it was through narrow aper- 
tures in the door. In the light of the torches 
Naphtali could see that the massive brick 
walls were wet where the water of the river 
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permeated. In places they were covered 
with a long colourless moss and livid fungi. 
Huge spiders, white, horrible, scurried away 
from the light over ceiling and walls. Pallid 
snake-like creatures wriggled into comers 
and crevices. 

The soldiers would have taken, his harp, 
but he refused to give it up. Those nearest 
to him attempted to take it, but he turned 
upon them fiercely, and sent them stagger- 
ing and tumbling back with a blow of his 
arm. 

" What matters it to thee that I keep my 
harp } " he demanded. 

" True, what does it matter } *' said the offi- 
cer in charge. "It will make a good loom 
for the spiders." 

Two of the soldiers had seen the poet 
crush Rimmon. All had heard the stories 
of his wonderful strength. None was willing 
to tackle him. They withdrew, and shut the 
door. 
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Naphtali was soon overcome by a feeling 
of suffocation. The blood mounted to his 
head, his veins swelled, and he beat the air 
with his hands as he gasped for breath, till 
he sank to the ground from weakness. But 
by degrees his lungs became accustomed to 
the lack of oxygen. He revived, and rose to 
his feet, brushing from him with a shudder 
of horror the ghastly spiders that had dropped 
upon him. 

In this loathsome prison he remained many 
days, seeing no one except the soldiers who, 
twice every twenty-four hours, brought him 
food and water, which they thrust through an 
aperture. They were sometimes accom- 
panied by other soldiers, who wished to get 
a glimpse of him, and at these times, by the 
flicker of the torches, he was able to see 
about him. 

His frightful surroundings would have 
driven an ordinary man insane. They had 
made gibbering idiots of many a hapless vic- 
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tim, who had lain in the darkness, amid the 
crawUng things that bred there, until their 
limbs, first racked with rheumatism, rotted 
in the dampness. He had tried his strength 
against the door. It was ponderous, of wood 
strengthened by bands of brass. He could 
not even shake it. He had sounded the 
walls, and discovered that beneath the thin 
earth of the floor was a solid foundation of 
brick. He had made up his mind, as a last 
resort, to cut his way through the door, with 
the keen sword-knife secreted in the shaft of 
the harp, and to fight his way to freedom, or 
give up his life in the attempt. For a time, 
comforted by the possession of his weapon, 
he would wait upon events. His vision had 
portended that he was nearing the end of his 
mission, and that it was to be successful. 
Therefore he could wait. Then he had his 
beloved harp, whose music never failed to 
revive his drooping spirits, dispel his doubts, 
and impart to him renewed vigour. It af- 
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forded, too, consolation to him when, awaken- 
ing to the reaUty from a blissful dream in 
which, as of old, he had clasped Miraone in 
his arms and looked into her half-closed, 
swooning eyes, and was intoxicated by her 
voice murmuring her undying love for him, 
he longed to kill himself and end his misery. 

And Beerah ? In his forced inaction, his 
long undisturbed solitude in the endless 
night of the dungeon, the poet's faculty for 
realising things as they actually were, gradu- 
ally returned to him, and as he remembered 
that Beerah was not a boy, but a girl, he was 
amazed. He recalled that she had been 
Miraone*s slave ; that she had disguised her- 
self, attached herself to him, steadfastly 
shared his perils and hardships on the battle- 
field, in the desert, in all his wanderings ; that 
she had nursed him in sickness, served him 
in health, jealously guarded him, sustained 
him by keeping the purpose of his mission 
ever before him. Had she never been sick 
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and suffering herself? He did not know. 
She had never uttered one plaint. Her solic- 
itude for him had been unceasing ; of herself 
she had never spoken. And she had done 
all this for love of him, for the one joy of 
being with him. In no other measure had 
she been requited. He recalled her confes- 
sion made with such intense feeling on the 
roof of the palace, in the moonlight, on the 
night of the great revolt : 

" Love is being, and sight, and hearing, 
and smell, and taste, and touch ; love is the 
air, and warmth, and cool shade, and cooling 
stream ; love is the sunlight and moonlight 
— all these intensified a thousandfold. Love 
is the living breath, the breath of life. For 
love I would live, though death were pleas- 
ant. For love I would as gladly die, though 
life were sweet. For my beloved I would 
endure the torture of the flaying-knife, the 
impaling-hook, the fiery embrace of Moloch. 
For one kiss of love from my beloved, for 
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one word of love, I would devastate the earth 
and kindle the heavens with fire, defy the 
thunder and lightning bolts of Yaveh, expiate 
in eternal torment the bliss of one fleeting 
hour. Separated from my beloved, my an- 
guished brow would exude a sweat of blood ! " 

Oh, prodigy ! a woman loved a man for 
his very self, counting all others, all else in 
the world, as nought, all sacrifices, even the 
bitterness of death, for his sake as privileges. 
And he was that man, and Vashti, the slave 
of Miraone, was that woman ! She loved 
him with a passion as intense as his had been 
— nay, was, in spite of all — for Miraone. 

His wonder gave place to profound pity 
for her. Deep gratitude was roused within 
his heart. He reproached himself that he 
had been so weak as to listen to her, when 
she importuned him with the threat of self- 
destruction to allow her to accompany him. 
What was to be the end of it all for her.^ 
Why had he permitted her to associate her- 
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self with his terrible destiny? He would 
take steps when he recovered his liberty to 
put an end to the impossible situation. He 
no longer possessed wealth that he could 
lavish upon her. Moreover, she had shown 
that she scorned it. But he still had some 
gold. He would reason with her, argue with 
her kindly, break her will with the power of 
his persuasion, and send her away with his 
blessing. And if she refused, if her will was 
not to be broken } He did not know what 
he would or could do, except allow her des- 
tiny, whatever it might be, to work itself out. 
He found himself making comparisons be- 
tween Vashti and Miraone. The slave was 
not beautiful, but she was undefiled, pure 
and true, lovely in her devotion, worthy to 
be loved. Miraone, the radiant, the beauti- 
ful, was impure and false. She had wrecked 
his life, betrayed him, and his — her own — 
country ; but she was Miraone. He loved 
her as surely man never loved woman. He 
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hungered for those eyes, those lips, that smile 
that had lied to him, with a hunger that 
consumed him and was withering him, body 
and soul; he hated her with an hatred that 
would sate itself with her blood, torture with 
frenzy, horribly, brutally, her quivering body, 
gloat in her shrieks of agony and terror. 

Naphtali wrung his hands and groaned, 
and groped in the darkness for his harp. 
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Rimmoris Transformation, — 
The Interview in the Dungeon 




INDESCRIBABLE were Vash- 
ti's anguish and alarm when 
Naphtali did not return from 
his interview with Belib. For 
many days she was unable 
to learn what had become 
of him. She haunted the palace by day 
and by night. At last she drew from her 
breast the little purse of gold that Naph- 
tali had flung to her on the occasion of his 
first visit to the house of the Widow Hamu- 
tal, and which she had treasured preciously 
because it had been his. The all-powerful 
gold accomplished what anxious inquiry had 

failed to do. By bribery she learned from 
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soldiers and slaves of Naphtali's predicament. 
Then she set about devising a plan to secure 
his release or to rejoin him. Countless proj- 
ects were conceived, only to prove impos- 
sible of execution. 

In the meantime strange stories reached 
Babylon from Rimut. They told that two 
gods in the guise of peasants had appeared 
there. One of them was small ; the other 
was greater of stature than any man that 
ever had been seen. He was of fierce a^- 
pect, resembling a lion, and wore the hairy 
skin of a goat, yet carried a wonderful harp 
of brass, the music of which caused streams 
to gush from the earth, flowers to bloom, and 
trees to expand and bear fruit. Believing 
them to be wayfarers, Bel-Arad-Samas, the 
builder, had offered them hospitality. His 
only son, at the touch of the god of music, 
had died, and the god, with his attendant 
deity, had vanished from the sight of all the 

people gathered to perform the funeral rites. 
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The Babylonians immediately recognised 
in this description him whom they called 
"The Shepherd," the conqueror of Rimmon. 
The stories from Rimut were embellished 
with details of ever-increasing miraculous- 
ness as they circulated from mouth to mouth, 
and when it was bruited about that the vice- 
roy had thrown the shepherd into prison, the 
popular excitement became intense. Rim- 
mon, who all along had maintained that his 
antagonist was no man, and who since his 
defeat had lost favour with the people, eagerly 
seized upon the corroboration of his conten- 
tion afforded by these stories, as also did his 
sycophants and admirers, who were most as- 
siduous in colporting the legends concerning 
Naphtali. 

Vashti was ignorant of these reports, and 
could not understand the reverence with 
which she was treated at the hostelry when- 
ever she returned there. She gave little 
heed to it, hoM'Wi^^. Tiie girl was v^ de- 
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spair. She had exhausted her ingenuity in 
efforts to get to Naphtali. Bribery, ruse, 
supplications — all had been futile. 

But while she sought by every means to 
attain her end, she did not altogether neglect 
what she regarded as her sacred duty, — the 
search for Miraone. Convinced still that if 
any tidings of her former mistress were to 
be had in Babylon it would be among the 
courtesans, she continued to frequent their 
haunts, and one day was rewarded by hearing 
a rumour that startled her. It was gossiped 
that the new favourite of whom Sennacherib 
had become so enamoured was none other 
than the long-missing Miraone. No one 
knew just how the intelligence came from 
Nineveh. Vashti was unable to trace the 
rumour to its source. Yet it was told with 
much circumstantial detail that the peerless 
courtesan had enjoyed the protection of a 
great lord, who had vaunted her beauty to 
th .,-- gciLiiered to pci W:.-i:^ r . ic*riciai rites. 
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she be brought before him. She had ap- 
peared to him in robes of regal splendour, 
dazzling from head to foot with gems that 
flashed with her every movement, and the 
monarch incontinently had succumbed to her 
charms. The talk about the protection ex- 
tended to Miraone by a great lord was, in a 
measure, confirmatory of the report to Vash- 
ti's mind, who knew that this great lord 
must be Kalbd-Nadin. 

Miraone was soon the talk of all the marts 
of pleasure in the city. Then it was remem- 
bered that even in the very humble begin- 
ning of her career she had always exercised 
a peculiar influence over men, that she pos- 
sessed powers of fascination that seemed 
irresistible. It was said that this power had 
been conferred upon her at her birth by a 
sorceress ; that it was nefarious ; that it had 
wrought the ruin of victims without number, 
creatures of her caprice, who had been driven 
heed to it,^j*espairand^(^lrl was n. ere 
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was not a courtesan in all Babylon that did 
not envy her this power and the glory of her 
success. 

Vashti, prowling by the palace of the vice- 
roy at dusk one day, — for she was ever seek- 
ing to obtain access to Naphtali or to procure 
news of him, and derived a modicum of com- 
fort in being near the place of his confine- 
ment, — suddenly found herself face to face 
with Rimmon. Their recognition was mu- 
tual. Vashti's hand quickly sought her 
knife. The wrestler signified with a gesture 
that her action was needless. 

" Nay, I am not minded to do thee scathe,*' 
he protested. " Rather am I thy friend." 

His manner was serious, and he spoke in 
accents of sincerity. 

Vashti, much surprised at this change of 
attitude on the part of her enemy, made no 
reply. 

*'They say," the man continued, "that 
thy great friend is a god." 
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" My master is a god," answered Vashti. 

" I believe it," declared the wrestler, eagerly. 
Dost think that any man could withstand 
this, and this ? '* He displayed his muscles 
and indicated his huge girth with a sweep of 
his hand. " I have worsted bulls and slain 
lions. I have wrenched from the earth rocks 
that no man afterward could lift. They 
say that with his harp of brass he causes 
springs to gush from the earth, the flowers 
to bloom, and the trees to bear forth fruit." 

'* With his music he can move mountains, 
tame the wild beasts of the desert, arrest the 
progress of the sun in the firmament." 
Prodigious ! " 
He is a god." 

"Belib cast him into prison because he 
would not measure himself with me in the 
public games. Why would he not meet me 
in a contest of strength } " 

" He would not deign ; he could crush thee 
with his finger. He is a god." 
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"Then why does he not burst his prison 
doors ? " 

** He has a mission to perform, and is 
studying the ways and the hearts of men; 
therefore bides he peaceably among them, 
living as they live, conforming to their ways. 
He could, were he so minded, burst his prison 
doors and shake the palace down." 

Rimmon looked around apprehensively, as 
though he half expected to see the walls of 
the palace collapse in a great upheaval. Then 
he asked : 

".And thou, art thou also a god } *' 

"No; only his slave." 

" He is a terrible and withal a magnan- 
imous god. There is much discontent in the 
city for that our lord the governor has mis- 
treated him. I will tell Belib what thou hast 
told me concerning the power of the harp of 
brass. Peradventure may he relent. For 
my part sorry am I that I did affront thy 
master — and thee." 
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" I forgive thee, as far as I am concerned, 
and will tell my lord Naphtali of thy repent- 
ance, and that thou art a man of kindly 
heart." 

" I could not know that he was a god," 
explained Rimmon, apologetically. 

"But thou didst soon have reason to 
know it." 

" The earth rose up and smote me." 

Vashti, who thus had replied at first with 
wariness to the athlete's questions, and then 
wilily had gauged his gullibility, easily divined 
the state of mind that had prompted his con- 
ciliatory disposition, and saw how she might 
turn it to account. The man was abjectly 
afraid of Naphtali. He had been so deci- 
sively worsted that he perfectly well under- 
stood that the poet could defeat him at any 
time, and in any circumstances, and that to 
be defeated again spelled ruin, the utter loss of 
that adulation and of that flattery which were 
to him as the very breath of life. Besides, 
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he was superstitious to an extreme degree, 
and really did believe, or at least really had 
persuaded himself, that his conqueror pos- 
sessed supernatural powers. He harboured 
the apprehension that Naphtali, to secure re- 
lease from the horrible dungeon, might 
change his mind and consent to oppose him, 
and this eventuality he was anxious to avert 
at any and all cost. 

"It were well for thee to win his good 
will," suggested Vashti. " There is no telling 
what may happen.'* 

" I ask nothing better,*' Rimmon assured 
her, eagerly. " How can it be done ? Knowfest 
thou a way ? " 

" I know of a way, and will pledge thee my 
word that I will propitiate this great lord, this 
god," answered Vashti, coming at once to the 
point. ** Thou art of the household and very 
powerful in the palace. Obtain only that I 
may see him. The rest thou canst leave to 



me. 
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Rimmon thought for a moment. 

" It can be managed," he said. ** I cannot 
intercede with Belib ; I would not dare to ; 
nor canst thou enter the dungeon ; but thou 
canst see him and speak with him through 
the apertures in the door." 

Vashti's heart nearly burst with gladness ; 
she could have kissed the athlete's hands for 
sheer gratitude ; but she was too crafty to 
exhibit any sign of her exultation. 

" Why can I not enter the dungeon } " she 
demanded. 

'* It would be as much as my life and that 
of the guards is worth to open the door with- 
out orders from the viceroy," he explained. 
"Terrible would be Belib*s anger and swift 
the punishment if he knew that any one was 
even permitted to speak with him. But this 
I will risk, to do thee and thy master service." 

" Well, at any rate, take me to him." 

" Come with me, and I will see what can 
be done." 
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Rimmon escorted her through one of the 
gates of the thick, high fortress wall that pro- 
tected the palace on all sides. The moment 
they entered the gate his demeanour under- 
went a complete transformation. He became 
blustering and domineering. A multitude of 
slaves, hurrying in all directions across the 
vast outer courtyard, treated him with pro- 
found respect. He swaggered into the quar- 
ters of the soldiers. In a long and wide hall, 
in which were racks of spears and other 
weapons, a number of men were lounging 
about. They also received him with defer- 
ence, and glanced with mild curiosity at the 
stripling by his side, who, slight of build, 
straight and supple, displaying none of the 
unsuspected contours of femininity, con- 
trasted strangely with the wrestler's bulk 
and rotundity. Those who were favoured 
by a slap on the shoulder, which was Rim- 
mon's way of greeting men with whom he 
condescended to be patronisingly familiar, 
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were plainly flattered by his recognition of 
them, although the slap, which always was 
delivered with force, was of itself rather to 
be dreaded. Rimmon's voice, too, which in 
his conversation with Vashti had been modu- 
lated, had become a gruff bellow, and his 
laughter was a roar. 

" Where is the officer of the guard ? " he 
demanded. "Ah! 'tis Sul4-Akhi. No, do 
not summon him. I know well enough 
where he is to be found." 

He strode on, Vashti keeping close beside 
him. They traversed another spacious hall, 
and saw coming toward them a tall, dig- 
nified warrior. He was an Assyrian. His 
lips were completely hidden by a jet-black 
moustache and beard, and his uniform pro- 
claimed the officer. 

Him the wrestler did not slap, but he 
placed both hands on his shoulders as he told 
him what he wanted. 

"This boy," he said, " whom I have taken 
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under my protection, desires to see the shep- 
herd who threw me unawares, and so unfor- 
tunately that I lost my senses. I, too, would 
see how he fares in the river dungeon. *Tis 
not too ill, I hope, for I would not have the 
people think, when he screws up his courage 
to meet me in the public games, and I shall 
throw him and break his neck and every 
bone in his body, that he was enfeebled by 
his treatment. Thou shalt see on that day, 
O Sul^-Akhi, what Rimmon, in his anger, 
can do to a man. Thou shalt see whether 
Babylon will ring with the name of Naphtali 
— for thus I am told he is called — or of 
Rimmon.'* 

The athlete drew back his arms, and 
bunched his muscles, as he expanded his 
broad chest. 

A faint smile, that was not without a sus- 
picion of irony, flitted across the officer's 
countenance. 

"Thou gainest in muscle every day, I 
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verily believe/' he observed. '* As to seeing 
the terrible shepherd, — who is placed beyond 
the possibility of being terrible, or even dan- 
gerous, — thou hast arrived at an opportune 
time, for the prison guard is even now de- 
scending to feed the prisoners. Thou know- 
est the way." 

Suli-Akhi passed on, and, quickening his 
Steps, Rimmon led the way from the hall 
across a courtyard to another building, in a 
hall of which half a dozen armed soldiers, 
carrying food and torches, were disappearing 
down a flight of steps. Rimmon wrenched a 
lighted torch from its socket, arid handed it 
to Vashti, and they descended after the 
soldiers. 

'* Be prudent," recommended the wrestler. 
''Remember that these soldiers have eyes 
and ears." 

Vashti did not answer. She could not. 
So violent was the beating of her heart that 
it almost overcame her. 
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The men were not a little astonished at 
Rimmon's sudden advent. The athlete dis- 
tributed slaps generously, and those whom 
the great man addressed by name were es- 
pecially flattered. He was truly in genial 
mood. He cracked coarse, impossible jokes, 
at which his auditors gufifawed immoderately. 
He confided to them, in terms similar to 
those in which he had spoken to SulA-Akhi, 
that his young prot6g6 wanted to see the man 
who had thrown him, and whom he was going 
to pulverise when the prisoner should sum- 
mon up sufficient courage to encounter him. 
He blustered and swore, and, with his bull- 
like voice and sounding boasts, duly im- 
pressed his auditors. He declared with 
much insistence that his antagonist ought 
to have such nourishment as would sus- 
tain his strength, in order that slanderous 
and envious tongues might not detract from 
his own glory when he met and " pulverised " 
the shepherd. 
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The nightly ration having been distributed 
to the other prisoners, who went short in 
order that Naphtali's portion might be aug- 
mented to please Rimmon, the party made 
their way to the lower dungeon, at the ex- 
tremity of the passage beneath the river, and 
the soldiers passed the food and water to 
Naphtali through an opening in the door. 

In the light of the torches, Rimmon and 
Vashti gazed at the captive with almost equal 
earnestness, but different emotion. Naphtali 
could not see them. He had taken his food, 
and wrapping it up in his coat of skin, to 
protect it from his repulsive and voracious 
companions, the insects and reptiles, which 
swarmed despite his efforts to exterminate 
them, was seated listlessly beside his harp. 

His eyes were more sunken than usual, 
his face was pallid, his frame somewhat ema- 
ciated, but he did not appear to have suffered 
as much from his confinement as might have 
been expected. With his one reason for liv- 
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itig ever In his mind, he had fought against 
the weakening forces of his surroundings by 
almost continuous exercise, and by eating all 
the food that was given to him. 

Vashti was chilled with horror as she took 
in the situation in which her lord was placed. 
So poignant were her grief and pity, she 
could scarce restrain the sobs that choked 
her. But it was no time for tears ; there 
was no time to lose in futile lamentation ; 
and, with a brave effort, she controlled her- 
self, and assumed an air of quasi indifference. 

Rimmon, after sizing up the captive, had 
drawn off with apparent nonchalance, and 
without betraying his presence to the man 
whom he had such cause to hate, and whom, 
secretly, he held in such dread, and engaged, 
beyond earshot, by animated conversation, 
the attention of the soldiers, who were too 
flattered by the bonhomie of the famous 
wrestler to take any notice of Vashti. 

The latter, with torth uplifted, had re* 
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mained peering through an aperture, with 
her back slightly turned toward the group 
of soldiers. She called to Naphtali in a 
whisper : 

" Naphtali, O dear my lord Naphtali, it is 
I, Beerah ! " 

At the sound of her voice the poet started, 
and an expression of joy overspread his vis- 
age, as he bounded to his feet and approached 
the door. 

" Is it well with thee } ** demanded the girl, 
anxiously. 

*'A11 is well, Beerah," responded Naph- 
tali. 

"Praise be to Nebo, who hears and 
sees from afar ! *' ejaculated Vashti, with 
fervour. 

"Nay, rather give praise to Yaveh,** he 
corrected. 

"True, thy god is my god," she said, con- 
tritely; "though of a truth, I care not for 
any other god but thee." 
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Before Naphtali could chide her, she 
stopped him with a peremptory whisper. 

•* I have but a moment in which to speak 
with thee/' she said. "I am here through 
the good offices of Rimmon, who, with the 
soldiers, is but a couple of reeds distant from 
me. This sheep's head fain would propitiate 
thee, because he is in mortal fear that thou 
mayest change thy mind, and match thy 
strength against his, and because he thinks 
thou art a god. Conciliate the viceroy forth- 
with, if the thing be possible. Deign, O my 
lord, to meet, and, if need be, slay, this wind- 
bag, Rimmon, if thereby thou canst regain 
the favour of Belib, and thy liberty. The 
new favourite of Sennacherib, she whom Bel- 
Arad-Samas spoke of as having subjugated 
the king omnipotent, this she-cat, who has 
transformed the lion into a bleating lamb, is 
none other than Miraone, the traitress, whom 
men call the Radiant. This is the talk of 
the arbours of the Temple of Mylitta; this 
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is the sole topic of the habitations of the 
courtesans. Fount of courage and wisdom, 
all now rests with thee." 

There was no opportunity for further ex- 
planations. To tarry longer would have been 
injudicious, not to say dangerous. A furtive 
glance from Rimmon tore the watchful girl 
from the dungeon door, and, with an assump- 
tion of coolness, she sauntered back to the 
group of soldiers. 

" Well, boy, thou hast seen this terrible lion 
of the plains ; what hast thou concluded from 
thine inspection of the beast } " asked Rimmon. 

"Tis a camel, not a man,*' Vashti de- 
clared. "When thou wert thrown, thy rea- 
son must have been besotted in thy cups. If 
thou dost not bend him into a knot when he 
shall have been goaded into meeting thee, — 
even as a goat at bay will butt at a bear, — I, 
pitting myself against thee, will contest thy 
claim to the glorious title of champion wrest- 
ler of Babylon." 
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The supposed boy's impudent sally posi- 
tively stupefied the soldiers ; then they joined 
in the roar of mirth that shook great Rim- 
mon's sides. The athlete was delighted at 
Vashti's astuteness, and the cleverness with 
which she had comported herself, for none of 
the soldiers had any idea that she had spoken 
with the prisoner. If they gave the matter 
a thought at all, they attributed her linger- 
ing at the dungeon door to natural boyish 
curiosity. 

Rimmon, anxious to learn the result of the 
interview, took a torch, and accompanied 
the girl on her homeward way along the 
quays and across the bridge, to the quarter 
in which her hostelry was situated. 

"The god my master Naphtali," lied 
Vashti, "was cognisant of thy changed dis- 
position toward him. Thou hast seen that 
the horrors of that vile dungeon have affected 
him no more than a rock is affected by the 

beating of the rain upon it. He will abide 
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there yet a little while, awaiting the will of 
Belib. As to thee, for that thou hast dealt 
liberally to me out of the fulness of thy 
courtesy and benevolence, thou canst go 
thy way fearing nought — and may peace be 
with thee." 

" I am ever thy servant," replied the wres- 
tler, elated. " If thou shouldst have further 
need of me, fail not to inquire for me at the 
palace. Nay, favour me with the felicity of 
thy companionship, even though thou needest 
not mine aid; and if perchance any man 
should seek to do thee harm, thou hast but 
to point him out to me, and I will twist him 
as one wrings a clout in the washing, until 
his veins be dry." 

They took leave of each other. Rimmon 
went away with a load lifted from his mind. 
Vashti sought her couch with mingled feel- 
ings of happiness and sorrow. She had 
looked upon and spoken with her lord 
through a fortuitous hazard, the possibility 
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of which, had she thought of such a thing, 
would have been dismissed as an extravagant 
dream. She had communicated to him what 
she had learned concerning the whereabouts 
of Miraone, and she doubted not that, in- 
spired by this knowledge, he would find a 
way to recover his liberty, even though it 
were necessary to meet Rimmon in final 
combat. She was sorely afflicted at the suf- 
fering he had undergone, and she did not 
quite sympathise with the sentiment which 
prompted him, at such a cost, to refuse to 
measure himself with the wrestler. What 
did it matter? Why should he scruple to 
crush the life from the gross body of the 
man whom he already had humiliated with 
such ease ? 
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Deliverance 




[APHTALI, with Vashti's words 
ringing in his ears, and his 
brain in a whirl, walked 
about his dungeon in great 
agitation. Miraone was the 
favourite of the Assyrian 
king! His very imagination was staggered. 
He had conceived of her as enjoying the 
fruit of her treachery in luxurious wanton- 
ness ; as a pampered courtesan revelling in 
the homage of the great and the opulent ; as 
having transferred her perfidious favours to 
Kalb^-Nadin ; as intriguing in the palaces of 
Egypt, seeking another Naphtali for victim ; 
as having fallen, in her. old haunts, to the 
lowest depth of degradation and poverty ; but 
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that she was the favourite in whose arms the 
mighty Sennacherib had forgotten his wars, 
the cares of his vast empire, the savage 
pleasures of the chase, that she was the all- 
powerful queen whose mysterious influence 
over the King of Kings was the talk and 
wonder of the palaces, and to gratify whose 
bizarre caprices all lands were being scoured 
for diversions the most insensate, had never 
dawned upon him. 

And yet, wherefore should he marvel ? 
What other living woman possessed Miraone's 
fatal charm, under the spell of which all men 
— even kings, being but human despite their 
godlike attributes — were bound to succumb, 
and which, having once been cast upon them, 
held them, body, soul, and reason ? Oh, dull- 
ard ! Oh, blind ! The goal of his wander- 
ings had been revealed to him by Bel-Arad- 
Samas, yet he had not understood. She 
whom he was tracking over the earth had 
been pointed out to him, and he had turned 
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away his eyes; an imbecile cecity had ob- 
scured his vision. Who else than Miraone 
could have enervated with love the martial 
Assyrian monarch, him of the heart of stone, 
the tyrant of blood and war ? 

And now that he had discovered her, what 
did it avail him ? How was he to extricate 
himself from his present predicament ? Had 
all his perils and tribulations gone for nought ? 
Was he, after all, doomed to perish ignobly 
because he had refused to humour the whim 
of a petty despot ? And if he burst from his 
prison ? Was not Miraone as safe from his 
vengeance as though he were dead? How 
could he break into the royal palace of 
Nineveh, how could he storm the throne 
of Sennacherib? 

No answer to these momentous and, in- 
deed, unanswerable questions, presented itself. 
Nevertheless, he was animated by renewed 
courage. At a moment when he was des- 
pondent and growing desperate, his ever- 
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faithful companion had appeared,— a veritable 
messenger of hope, — under conditions that 
were absolutely inexplicable to him, to restore 
his confidence by afiiirming his steadfast be- 
lief that his footsteps were being guided 
aright in his search. How the strange girl 
had succeeded in winning the confidence of 
Rimmon, and, as she had intimated, so work- 
ing upon the fears of the brutal wrestler that 
he had gone the length of procuring this 
interview for her, was an enigma that he 
could not solve by any process of reasoning. 
The stupendous problems of the future, 
that appeared impossible of solution to the 
poet, were by fate's decree to be solved for 
him in the simplest manner. A way straight 
into the mviolable inner sanctum of Sen- 
nacherib's palace was to be made for him. 
Swiftly at last was his destiny to be accom- 
plished. 

The miraculous stories from Rimut reached, ' 
in due course, the viceroy's ears. The im- 
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pression that these reports, following the de- 
feat of Rimmon, had made upon the populace 
was brought home to him in forcible manner. 

As he drove one day through the dty in 
his chariot, escorted by his body-guard of 
mounted spearmen, he was greeted on every 
hand by cries : 

" Give us the shepherd ! ** " Restore to us 
the conqueror of Rimmon ! " " Release the 
god whom thou hast cast into prison ! *' 

That same evening, these sporadic out- 
bursts having had the effect of giving cohe- 
sion to public sentiment, and of directing it 
into the imwonted channel of demonstration, 
an immense concourse of people, who seemed 
to have been brought together by a sponta- 
neous impulse, and to have sprung from the 
ground, assembled outside the palace walls, 
and with shouts that swelled into a formi- 
dable chorus demanded the god*s release. 

Belib hearing the tumult, and ascertain- 
ing its cause, was astounded. The sharp, 
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hoarse alarm of the horns of war, blown in 
the courts of the palace and from the altitude 
of its protecting walls, was instantly echoed 
by the guards at the various gates and on the 
chariot way on the summit of the rampart 
walls of the city. The garrison rushed to 
arms. The order went forth to repress the 
supposed revolt summarily and sanguinarily ; 
but the people at the sound of the war horns 
had dispersed, — vanished as suddenly as 
they had appeared, as though the earth had 
swallowed them up. Terror and commotion, 
following the alarm, reigned from palace to 
hovel throughout Babylon; but the troops, 
who through all the hours of darkness pa- 
trolled the city, the swift war galleys that 
sped in the light of the torches to the capi- 
tal's fluvial limits, encountered no opposition, 
had no legitimate occasion to employ the 
sword. 

But this evidence of popular feeling was 
not without its effect. Belib had a weak- 
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ness that, to say the least, was not common 
with the rulers of his time : to a certain 
extent he courted popularity ; hence the rela- 
tive benevolence of his rule. He was not 
naturally of a bloodthirsty disposition. He 
had no particular liking for the refined arts 
in which the Babylonians excelled. Music 
he had no ear for. Skill in the playing of 
musical instruments he held in contempt : he 
considered it to be purely the province of 
the slave. His tastes inclined to things 
martial, and feats of brute strength. As 
has already been said, he was the ostentatious 
patron of sports, and believed that in promot- 
ing them he won the good-will of the multi- 
tude, and so perhaps he did. Where in the 
history of the universe has there existed a 
people who did not love the pageantry of 
war, and who took no interest in the rivalry 
of men and beasts arrayed against each 
other, whether in mortal combat, or a trial 
of strength or of fleetness of foot } Thus 
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it was that at this period, seven hundred 
years before the dawn of the Christian era, 
the Babylonians, supremely indolent and las- 
civious by nature, had, through the influence 
of their viceroy, a man of energy, whose 
rather paternal administration had, in a meas- 
ure, won their moral suffrages, acquired a 
taste for athletics, and made of Rimmon, 
the previously unconquered wrestler, their 
idol. 

Belib did not want to incur the popular 
ill-will. Besides, the wonderful stories told 
about the man whom he had cast into prison, 
and whose disposition of gentleness accorded, 
to the viceroy's mind, so ill with his splendid 
stature and physique, awakened within him 
some misgiving. As he remembered the in- 
cidents of his interview with Naphtali, he 
realised that the latter's attitude had been of 
nobleness and grandeur, and that his speech 
was not that of a peasant, but of a scholar. 
He did not believe that the self-confessed 
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Judean was a god, but superstition was no 
more eliminated from his mental composition 
than it was from that of any other man of his 
time and race, and the tales of the powers 
attributed to Naphtali's harp were not alto- 
gether unconnected with his concern. Again 
he questioned Rimmon about the stranger. 
The answers of the wrestler were not calcu- 
lated to reassure him, for his interested pro- 
t6g6 still further magnified the legends with 
which he had been made more or less famil- 
iar from other sources. 

The viceroy also learned from Rimmon 
that Naphtali's boyish companion was re- 
garded with almost equal veneration when 
recognised by the people. Then he sum- 
moned Vashti to his presence. The alert- 
witted girl was exceedingly cautious. In 
answer to the questions put to he:r she dis- 
claimed any pretension to divinity. She said 
her name was Beerah, that she was merely 
a youth of Judea and the slave of NaphtalL 
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She declared that Naphtali was no god, but 
a mortal and a minstrel, and repeated the 
fiction she had told Bel-Arad-Samas, that 
they were wandering over the earth in grief 
inconsolable, seeking Naphtali's young and 
only sister who had been carried away when 
the Assyrian armies invaded Judah. The 
stories that he was a god, she said, had their 
origin in his skill upon the harp. Of the 
power of the music of the harp of brass she 
descanted with much eloquence. Ah, there 
was little exaggeration in what men told of 
it, for its melody swayed the souls of men as 
its player listed ; the birds forgot to sing ; 
all nature was hushed at the sound. Pros- 
trating herself before the viceroy she im- 
plored his clemency for her master and lord, 
beseeching that he would release him and 
permit him to pursue his way in peace. 

The viceroy decided to judge of Naphtali's 
musical powers for himself, and commanded 
that he be brought before him. 
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With stately step and fearless mien, tower- 
ing above his surrounding guard of soldiers, 
Naphtali, ignorant of what might be in store 
for him, appeared before the ruler of Babylon. 
Coming suddenly from the utter darkness of 
the dungeon beneath the river, the light of 
the open hall in which he found himself was 
as blinding as the burnished sun at noontide. 
His great chest heaved as his nostrils, dis- 
tended, inhaled the pure air, and the blood 
coursed warmly through his veins, renewing 
his vigour. 

Belib looked at him for some time in 
silence. Naphtali* s blinking, light-pained orbs 
could distinguish nothing. 

Belib spoke : 

" O man of paradoxes, thou of the bull's 
strength and the heart of a timid gazelle, 
thou of the aspect of Nergal, whose am), 
instead of the glaive, is a thing of resounding 
strings, prove now thy vaunted power to 
sway the emotions of men and of nature." 
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Naphtali's face, livid with the pallor of the 
tomb from which, as it were, he had been 
resurrected, deepened somewhat in colour as 
the blood at these words mounted to it. A 
spirit of defiance and of anger was roused 
within him. He had not yet been able to take 
cognisance of his surroundings. He had not 
forgotten Belib*s order that he was to be held 
for the torture until such time as the viceroy 
should decide upon the form it was to take. 
Suspicion engendered the thought that he 
was to be made sport of before being put to 
death by one of the many forms of atrocious 
cruelty for which the Assyrians and Babylo- 
nians were notorious, and which made them 
a terror to their vanquished enemies. 

Vashti, divining what was passing in his 
mind, glided to his side, and, in a murmur 
that was audible only to him, admonished 
him, saying: 

"O Naphtali, dear my lord, play now for 
liberty and vengeance ! " 

356 



gB The GATE of the KISS gg 

Her voice was enough. Slowly he un- 
slung his harp. His fingers touching the 
strings founfl expression for his feelings, and 
he let loose in a passionate flood of harmony 
the turmoil of his soul, his wrath, his' furious 
resentment. The music slowed and softened 
only to rise again in a prelude as of a 
great host on the march, and to burst forth 
in the glorious martial paeon illustrative of 
the power and triumph of Judah, that he had 
played before King Hezekiah at the banquet 
of the fateful Feast of Freedom and of the 
Harvest. 

Belib, who at the outset had listened with 
more curiosity than interest, had leaned for- 
ward with his hands on the arm-rests of his 
throne — superbly sculptured winged bulls. 
His face wore a troubled expression. At the 
concluding martial music he displayed dis- 
tinct evidence of excitement, and his gaze 
wandering over the assembled civil and 
military officials and the soldiers, he re- 
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marked that the effect upon them was 
profound. 

Naphtali, resting his harp, leahed upon it, 
and being now able to see, looked about him, 
awaiting the viceroy's will. 

It was many minutes before Belib arrived 
at a decision. He was greatly perplexed. 
He had never heard such music — never 
imagined that melody could have such an 
effect on man. He began to attach some 
credence to the stories that had been re- 
counted to him, and was half afraid of 
Naphtali*s wonderful power. He would 
gladly have released him, but did not dare 
to do so. It might be regarded as a con- 
cession to the clamour of the populace, 
and set a precedent fraught with danger, 
counteract the wholesome lesson of the pun- 
ishment for the demonstration that had been 
visited upon the city in the form of increased 
taxation and the enforcement of irksome 
military laws. On the other hand, he was 
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reluctant to send his prisoner back to the 
dungeon. Finally he remanded him to the 
care of the soldiers, ordering that he be kept 
in a room in the military quarters, that he be 
treated with consideration, and that his slave 
be guarded with him. 

It was one of his counsellors who sug- 
gested a way out of the difficulty that at 
once commended itself to the viceroy, who, 
moreover, saw in it a good means of strength- 
ening his influence with Sennacherib. The 
terrible monarch's favours, for the time being, 
were extended to those who succeeded in 
discovering or imagining divertisements that 
interested the capricious and blasde queen- 
favourite. Naphtali's music could not fail to 
astonish and entrance her. Belib decided to 
send his prisoner to the palace of Sennacherib. 

Naphtali was informed of the honour that 
awaited him, and told to prepare himself for 
the journey. The announcement, which he 
listened to apparently unmoved, overcame 
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him when, left alone with Vashti in his new 
place of confinement, — a bare but vast room, 
well aired and well lighted, — the full real- 
isation of its import broke upon him. He 
staggered, clasping his hands to his head, 
stunned by the shock of mingled fear and 
exultation. The dimgeon of horror, then, 
was but the antechamber to the palace of 
Sennacherib, whose impenetrable inner gates 
were to be flung open to admit him to the 
very presence of the king ! The position of 
helplessness and despair from which he had 
been unable to see any issue, and which, be- 
lieving in the Divine sanction of his mission, 
he had been unable to comprehend, was the 
last stage in his journey of pain to the goal 
that destiny had set for him ! Was not this 
another and unmistakable sign that he was 
indeed the elect of Yaveh, the chosen avenger 
of his people } 

Half fainting, he sank to the ground and 

buried his face in his hands. For some hours 
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he remained thus, motionless, face to face 
with his tortured self, laying bare the wounds 
of his anguished soul. Vashti, as silent and 
motionless as he, not daring to disturb his 
meditations, sat and watched him, awed by 
his suffering, suffering with him. When at 
length he raised his head, he seemed to have 
aged by fifty years, but the tears that streamed 
down the furrows that had come into and 
deeply seamed his visage showed that the 
limit of his mental pain had been reached, 
and that nature had come to his aid and re- 
laxed the tension with her merciful dew. 
Naphtali had changed his attitude for one 
of prayer. After being alone with himself, 
he needed to be alone with his God. All 
through the night he prayed with fervour. 

When the moonbeams that dimly illumined 
the room had given place to the glorious light 
of the ascending sun, he rose wearily. 

Vashti, seated cross-legged in a corner, her 
eyes red with silent weeping, was gazing at him. 
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" Beerah, what is this ? Hast thou, then, 
not slept ? '* he asked, in surprise, advancing 
toward her. 

" No,** she said, rising to her feet, " I have 
kept vigil with thee/* 

" And thou hast suffered with me. Child, 
child, there is none like unto thee.*' 

He contemplated her with a wondering 
pity. Then he took both her hands. 

" Little Beerah,** he said, gently, " I have 
been selfish, incredibly selfish. In the ego- 
tism of my own grief and vengeance have I 
permitted thee to be to me as my shadow. I 
beseech thy forgiveness. Thou hast accom- 
panied me to the portals of death, to the 
brink of the gehenna. Now must we part. 
Now must thou turn back into the bright 
world, forgetting that I ever lived. I will 
ask of Belib that he release thee. Failing 
this thou must escape.'* 

He felt her little hands trembling in his 
own. The girl was transported with joy and 
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gratitude that he who never before had ad- 
dressed her in tender tones, who, wrapped in 
himself, never had recognised her loving de- 
votion, should speak to her thus. Her beati- 
tude and adoration shone in her face, rendering 
her beautiful. 

" Lord, why should I not enter with thee 
the portals of death } Why should I not be 
cast with thee into the gehenna?" she fal- 
tered. 

"Wonderful is thy love for me, child. 
Thou hast been ever faithful in all things. 
Thou art a pearl without price — And — 
God ! — thou art a woman ! " 

He released her hands and shrank back, as 
suddenly the full significance of it once more 
burst upon him. 

She followed him up with hands clasped 
pleadingly, her love ringing in her voice. 

" Yea, a woman, but not a woman to thee : 
only poor Beerah, only thine armour-bearer. 
And shall I quit thy side in the last great 
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strife of all ? Must I not be there to strike, 

if thine arm fail thee? Leave thee now! 

Ah ! my lord ! — And thou, the Lord Naph- 

tali, cravest my forgiveness! Unworthy 

me. Why, thou art my sun, thou art the 

light of mine eyes, thou art the blood of my 

veins, thou art the breath of my nostrils. 

Without thee there is no warmth, no light, 

no air. If thou withdrawest from me thy 

presence I die, and my spirit, seeking thee, 

vainly, mayhap, in the nether darkness will 

wander in grief and misery eternal. If I die 

with thee I live, for then the lower world can 

hold no terrors for me, and peradventure may 

I yet serve and comfort thee there." 

" Nay, child, thou knowest not what thou 

sayest. Thou art young, life for thee is full 

of promise and of sunshine. Somewhere in 

the world is one to whom thou wilt transfer 

thy love and who will requite it. Not yet 

does the cold tomb yawn for thee. As for 

me, certain and frightful is the doom to 
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which I hasten. Turn back while it is yet 
time. Take this gold and these jewels — 
these and my blessing." 

" It is written that I shall die with thee." 

"Never will I consent to the sacrifice.*' 

'' Canst thou oppose the decree of fate ? ** 

" It must not be — it shall not be." 

" What is to be will be." 

"When the deed is done, if I should be 
unable to despatch myself, knowest thou what 
they will do .? " 

" Yes, I know." 

"They will put out mine eyes." 

" I know." 

"They will sever one by one my fingers 
from my hands and my toes from my feet." 

" I know." 

" They will strip the skin from my muti- 
lated body." 

" I know." 

"Torture my exposed flesh with burning 

brands." 
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" I know." 

"Cunningly will it be done, slowly, with 
care to prolong the spark of life and the 
sense of feeling, that I may suffer other 
agonies ere what is left of me is consigned 
to the fire." 

"It is the custom of the Assyrians. In 
this wise do they oft treat the fighting men, 
prisoners of war." 

" If thou art with me, similar will be thy 
portion." 

"What thou sufferest cannot I also suf- 
fer t " 

" No, no, no ! " cried Naphtali, distractedly. 

" What is to be will be." 

" No, Beerah, no, not that ! " 

" If I share not thy death then life is a 
living death, for black and cold and desolate 
is the earth if thou be not there. If I shall 
share thy death, then death — I have said — 
is life. Wherefore shouldst thou deny me 
life } " 
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" Oh, folly, folly ! '' 

"Master, I have served thee well; one 
boon only do I crave, which thou canst not 
refuse if thou wouldst — that my last look on 
earth may be of thee." 

Naphtali groaned. 

"Woe, ah, woe!'* he cried. "Thy blood 
is upon my head, thy blood and the blood 
of Talmon, and the blood of Judah." 

There was a noise outside, the door opened, 
and soldiers and slaves entered, bearing food 
and bundles of clothing and stuffs and toilet 
accessories. They were followed in a few 
moments by Suli-Akhi who intimated to 
Naphtali that he was to array himself to 
appear before the king, and that the caravan 
that was to convey him to Nineveh was even 
then forming. 

To Vashti's surprise, the poet made no 
objection. Under the deft manipulation of 
the slaves, he was soon completely trans- 
formed. They fitted upon him a loose tunic 
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of bright blue linen with a belt of wool 
embroidered in divers colours. Over this 
he donned a long, short-sleeved robe or cloak 
of brown material, open in the front, and 
trimmed with a wide border of gold embroid- 
ery and fringe of gold. Then sculptured 
sandals with leathern thongs were given 
to him. The slaves would have curled his 
hair and beard in the Assyrian style, but 
he would not have it so, and it was untangled 
and oiled, and hung straight after the fashion 
regulated by the law of his own country: 
"Ye shall not round the comers of your 
heads, neither shalt thou mar the comers 
of thy beard." 

Vashti watched his transformation with 
delight. Once more he was the proud lord 
whom she had known in Jerusalem. His 
physical pulchritude was but little deteriorated 
by what he had gone through. Grave and 
somewhat aged he was, but handsome, and 

his deportment was of singular majesty. 
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In casting aside the travel-worn and dirty 
habiliments of the peasant and assuming 
those more befitting his station, he had re- 
covered, with his old-time goodlihood, his 
lordliness and virility. And during the prog- 
ress of the change burning thoughts had 
inflamed his brain. The issue now was 
straight before him : Yaveh had pointed the 

* 

path at the end of which he saw the tempt- 
ress, Miraone the Radiant, lavishing upon 
another her radiance, a-swoon in the simu- 
lated ecstasy of love with which she had 
beguiled him. Hatred, consuming, madden- 
ing, was rekindled by the vision. Every fibre 
thrilled with his fierce lust of vengeance that 
her blood alone could satisfy. 



369 



XVI |g 

The Vengeance of Naphtali 




|P many steps they led him, 
steps of marble, two hundred 
cubits long and polished, 
guarded at the angles by 
bearded warriors in coats of 
mail and armed with spear 
and shield ; up to the great brick-paved terrace 
of Sennacherib's palace, whence five hundred 
lions and human headed bulls of brass, whose 
orbs of emerald shone with baleful fire in 
the light of a thousand torches and flaming 
oils in high tripods, kept ward over Nineveh 
in its slumber. 

Naphtali gazed in astonishment about the 
terrace and up at the immense palace with 
its ornate fagade and many columned veran- 
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daai rising in tiers for four stories. In the 
ruddy glare winged monsters on the lower 
walls and guarding the entrances stood out 
in startling relief, menacingly. The columns, 
too, towered conspicuously until they merged 
in the shadow of distant angles and recesses. 
The blaze of flickering torches recalled vividly 
to his mind the entirely different scene upon 
which he had gazed from the palace of Heze- 
kiah, when, leaving the banquet hall, he had 
looked out upon Jerusalem en f^te, and had 
made his way down to the lower city in time 
to witness the orgy of the followers of the 
false gods, where, to his undoing, he had 
seen Miraone in the r61e of Ashtoreth. 

Vashti, walking beside him, grasped his 
cloak. For the first time a feeling of fear 
had come over her. Now that the crucial 
moment had at last arrived, she shook with ter- 
ror at the thought of the tragedy about to be 
enacted, and which hitherto she had looked 
forward to without emotion. Her weakness, 
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however, was fleeting. The touch of Naph- 
tali's cloak restored her composure and stoi- 
cism. 

No change of clothing had been vouchsafed 
her. Indeed, slight attention had been paid 
to her. She accompanied Naphtali merely as 
his body-servant, and at any time, had she 
desired, could have slipped away from the 
caravan that had brought them to Nineveh. 
Sulci- Akhi, in charge of the caravan, and who 
bore from Belib to Sennacherib documents 
setting forth at length Naphtali's wonderful 
powers as a musician, had orders solely con- 
cerning the singer, whom he was commis- 
sioned to deliver at the palace and to treat 
not as a prisoner, but rather as an envoy. 
At Naphtali*s request Vashti was permitted 
to travel beside him. The viceroy's recom- 
mendation to treat Naphtali with deference 
was scarcely needed. His manner and appear- 
ance would have imposed respect alike on 
Sul4-Akhi and the soldiers, who now fully 
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recognised that they were dealing, not with 
an Aramean herdsman, but with some person- 
age of high degree. Suld-Akhi, however, 
with due regard for the redoubtable strength 
of his charge, had taken the precaution to 
select the guard from the most powerful 
soldiers of the garrison. 

As the party reached the terrace the blar- 
ing of three score trumpets echoing through 
the stillness proclaimed thgit the King of 
Kings had put from him the desire of meat 
and drink, and had risen from the feast. The 
sound was answered far below and at a great 
distance by the roaring of lions and tigers, 
mingled with the shrill squealing of ele- 
phants. They were caged animals that the 
king kept in a park for the amusement of 
himself and the favourite, and they had been 
frightened from sleep by the trumpet blasts. 
Suli-Akhi, in explaining this to Naphtali, 
added the information that the lions and 
tigers were fed on human flesh. 
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The party were escorted across the terrace 
into the palace to the Hall of Columns, where 
they awaited near the Columns of the Dove 
the pleasure of the Rab-sa-risi, or chief of the 
heads of departments, to whom Suli-Akhi 
was at once conducted. The Columns of 
the Dove were seven in number. They were 
of rainbow-tinted adamant, and agate and 
green chrysoprase, inscribed to the glory of 
the immortal Queen Semiramis, and formed 
part of a series that lined the walls. The 
walls themselves were sculptured with scenes 
of battles, triumphal processions, and tortur- 
ing of captives. The hall was over sixty 
great cubits in length by twenty in width. 
^ As in a panorama there passed in review 
in Naph tali's mind the evidences he had seen 
of Sennacherib's might. He contrasted the 
great wealth and ostentatious power of the 
Assyrian empire with the weakness and mis- 
ery of his own beloved country, and bis 
heart was heavy within him because of Jeru- 
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salem and the forty-six ruined cities and 
of Hezekiah and Isaiah, his benefactor, 
both of whom believed him to be a base 
traitor. 

But the trend of his musing was diverted 
from this source of sorrow by loud noises as 
of a rabble let loose, and Sennacherib the 
Love-tamed, with the favourite, traversed 
the hall at the other extremity. On a litter 
of shittim-wood inlaid with ebony and gold, 
six tributary kings bore their lord and his 
queen, who reclined on rich cushions. Gi- 
gantic Ethiopian eunuchs with skins of 
ebony walked on each side of the litter 
wielding fans made of the brilliant plumage 
of birds ; boys in purple tunics danced before 
the royal couple, playing upon cymbal, pipe, 
and tabret ; white-robed maidens sported 
round them scattering flowers and essences 
of sweet odour, — anise, balm and galbanum ; 
a great company of potentates and princes 
followed in their train, and soldiers and slaves 
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from many lands : Philistia, Syria, Elam, 
Phoenicia, Egypt, — the confines of the 
trackless desert. 

The cortege had passed from left to right. 
Upon its appearance the soldiers had fallen 
upon their faces, but Naphtali and Vashti, 
remaining erect, had watched the brilliant 
spectacle. They had caught a glimpse of 
the swarthy, strong-featured face of the 
king, enframed in its jet-black beard, for he 
reclined on the side of the litter nearest 
to them ; but the favourite they had been 
unable to see, and therefore could not tell 
whether she was indeed Miraone. 

In a little while Naphtali was summoned 
before the king. Vashti followed him, min- 
gling with the soldiers. As he entered the 
immense hall into which he was led, a hasty 
glance disclosed Sennacherib and the favour- 
ite seated upon a throne of great splendour, 
enniched in an arched recess, and approached 
by seven high steps. It was flanked by co- 
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lossal genii and animals. Similar monsters 
were stationed along the wall at intervals, 
between which in vivid colours were por- 
trayed scenes of war and the chase. Sen- 
nacherib wore a robe of rich Babylonian 
tapestry. On his head was a cone-shaped 
hat heavily bejewelled. 

Naphtali prostrated himself at a distance 
from the throne, bowing his face to the 
ground, for none might stand unbidden be- 
fore the majesty of the king. But lifting his 
eyes stealthily he saw her whom he was 
minded, yet almost dreaded, to behold. The 
queen was none other than Miraone. She 
was arrayed in that pure white, the clinging 
robes that so well became her. Never had she 
appeared more beautiful, never more seduc- 
tive. Her head and arm rested on the 
shoulder of Sennacherib, and she was smiling 
into his face. Naphtali shook with wrath in 
all his body, and his heart, sore wrung by 
grief and love-yearning that in spite of all had 
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still struggled against the domination of the 
spirit of vengeance, was straightway pierced 
with the shafts of ferocious jealousy and hate. 
Nevertheless, when the king bade him rise, 
and the escort of soldiers had marched off to 
right and left, leaving him alone before the 
throne, he wore a composed and humble 
countenance, and with bowed head, and 
arms crossed upon his breast, stood in the 
presence. 

And Sennacherib the Omnipotent spoke 
to him, saying : 

" Who art thou, and whence comest thou ? " 

Naphtali answered : 

**I am thy servant Naphtali, whom men 
call the Sweet Singer, and out of Judah came 
I to Nineveh." 

At the sound of his voice Miraone raised 
herself from the shoulder of the king and 
cast her eyes upon him, while from her visage 
the wine-flush faded swiftly, leaving it as the 
face of one dead. 
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Then the king turned toward her, and 
marking not her trouble, asked her : 

"O Miraone, knowest thou this man of 
repute among thy people ? " 

But Miraone answered him : 

^^ I do not know the man ! *' 

And Sennacherib the Splendid, addressing 
Naphtali, demanded : 

^* Is it true, as report has it, that with thy 
harp thou canst move the rocks and tame 
the wild beasts of the desert ? '* 

Naphtali answered : 

" Thou hast said, O king." 

The king commanded, and they brought to 
the singer the triangular harp of the Assyr- 
ians. He took it and tore the cords asunder. 

Then they handed to him the great bow 
harp of the Egyptians; and the strings 
parted beneath his strong fingers as flax that 
is burned in the fire. 

Then they bore to him the hollow lyre of 
the Greeks, and he snapped the frame in 
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twain, without effort, as a man breaks a twig 
that is dry. 

And Sennacherib the Devastator rose in 
his anger. 

"What is this, O dog?*' he thundered. 
" Dost thou make mock of us } Is it with 
braggart words and the muscles of thine arms 
that thou movest the rocks and subduest the 
beasts of the desert ? Now verily does thy 
appearance belie thy reputation, for thou art 
a swineherd, and no sweet singer." 

At these words princes and soldiers with 
one accord rushed upon Naphtali with naked 
swords and lowered spears, striving each with 
the other to strike him down and gain favour 
of their sovereign lord. 

But Naphtali deigned not to notice them. 

He turned his head neither to the right nor 

to the left, but faced the wrath of the king 

calmly, with folded arms. And the king 

marked that he was as a god among them 

both in stature and bearing, and willed not 
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that harm should yet befall him. He 
stretched forth his hand, and the courtiers 
and soldiers fell back one upon the other, 
scattering from before the throne as husks 
are blown from the threshing-floor by the 
southwest wind. 

Then Naphtali spoke to the king : 

" Ordain, O king, that my harp of brass be 
brought to me, that harp which thy soldiers 
have in their keeping, on which I played 
before thy servant Belib." 

Sennacherib the Indulgent gave the word, 
and they brought to the singer his own 
great harp of brass. 

Then Naphtali's heart leaped within him, 
and his eyes lighted up with the fire of 
fierce joy, — the cruel fire that bums in the 
eyes of the hunger-racked lion as he stalks 
his helpless prey in the forest. 

Sennacherib the Terrible spoke to him, 
saying : 

*'0 Naphtali, now must thou fulfil thy 
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boast ; now must thou make the walls of 
Nineveh to tremble." 

And Naphtali, exultant, and fixing his 
eyes upon those of Miraone, who had shrunk 
into the corner of her seat, limp and speech- 
less with terror, answered : 

" I will make adamant to melt." 

But the king did not understand, and, 
being in facetious mood, between his cups 
laughed and repeated : 

" Now must thou make the walls of Nine- 
veh to tremble, O Naphtali." 

Naphtali answered : 

" I will shake the walls of Nineveh to their 
foundations. I will cause a rock to melt as 
wax melts in the heat of the furnace." 

Then said the king : 

" If thou canst do this thing thou shalt go 

scatheless and with honour away, for I will 

g^ve thee a city in thine own country, and 

thou shalt be a prince among thy people; 

but if thou failest of thy bOadt, then by 
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Assarac, that god, thou shalt endure torture 
unspeakable, and thy body will I cast to the 
lions of the menagerie." 

Naphtali, pressing to his breast his harp of 
metal, smote upon it, and straightway a flood 
of melody filled all the air. Who shall de- 
scribe this music 1 Sweeter it was than the 
as6r and nehila attuned with the voices of 
the priests and virgins in praise to Dagon, 
god of the sun. Now it sighed softly as the 
cool breath of even when it stirs the languid 
rose bowers. Now, rippling like the notes 
of the bulbul warbling her love-rhapsody to 
the horned moon, it swelled into sonorous 
chords that rumbled defiance to the thunder. 
Never the like had been heard by ear of 
*nan, and the company marvelled, and the 
hush of sweet fear fell upon them. 

The while Miraone gazed upon Naphtali 
as the cowering bird that is in the hyp- 
notic power of the serpent, and cannot avert 
its gaze from the reptile's glittering orbs. 
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And Naphtali lifted up his voice in accord 
with the harp to the glory of the king. 
List to the song of Naphtali : 

O Muse, teach me the path of song that I may sing 
for evermore the praises of Sennacherib, 

Awful art thou in thy majesty andpower^ 
O king. 

At thy frown the nations tremble and are 
sore afraid. 

Thy sway is over all the country between 
the four seas. 

And thy heel is upon the necks of a hun- 
dred kings. 

Terrible art thou in battle as NergcU^ 
God of War, 

And mighty art thou in thy strength as 
Nin, that strong god. 

Thine enemies flee before thee and are con- 
founded. 

Fleet are thy war horses as the north 
wind in winter^ 

And thy chariot shines as the sun in sumr 
mer, 
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Heralds of dire fate are the arrows in thy 

quiver ; 
The keen glaive in thy right hand is the 

sword of Death, 

O Muse, teach me the path of song that I may sing 
for evermore the glory of the King of Kings. 

The heart of the king was beguiled, and 
he spoke to the poets and minstrels, saying : 

" What manner of men are ye, poets and 
minstrels ? Hearken now unto Naphtali, and 
bow ye before him, for verily he is a god." 

And to Naphtali he said : 

"O Naphtali, sing us a song of the 
queen's beauty, for beautiful is she as Ishtar, 
delight of gods and men/* 

Naphtali turned toward Miraone, and his 
grand voice rose in accents of love-passion 
that masked the bitter taunt from all save 
the favourite. He sang : 

Who shall sing the beauty of Miraone ? 

There is none like unto her in all the world. 
Radiant is she as the sunburst of mom- 
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ing. The stars that powder the vault of 
night wax pale, and their lustre is dimmed 
in the smile-light in her eyes when the 
lordly spirit of the king consents to her 
caresses. Her neck is as ivory, her face 
as the lily and the rose. Black is her 
hair <w the wing of a raven, fragrant 
is her breath as the balsam groves of 
Gilead, Sweet as honey are her lips. 
Her teeth are as the wool of lambs fresh 
from the washing. Her voice is <w t?iat 
of a bird, pleasant <w the murmur of the 
spring in the oasis. She is the goddess 
of felicity. She is the sister of Ishtar, 

Who shall sing the beauty of Miraone ? 

O Miraone, happy art thou I Thou hctst 
found favour in the eyes of Senncuherib ; 
thou sharest the throne of our lord the 
king, and unknittest the cares of his soul, 
O Miraone, thrice happy art thou in the 
love of our universal lord, O Miraone, 
happy art thou and peerless among 
women. 

Who shall sing the beauty of Miraone t 
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Now was Sennacherib the Magnanimous 
yet more pleased, and spoke to Naphtali, 
saying : 

"O Naphtali, my heart is fain to listen 
to thee, thou sweet singer. Sing us one 
of the songs of Zion, for out of Zion are 
come beauty and melody without com- 
pare." 

And Naphtali's heart yearned toward his 
stricken country as he smote upon his harp, 
and the harp moaned as with the plaints of 
a soul in anguish, dolorously, even as a 
young bride mourning her lord dead, and as 
a mother mourning for her first-bom thrusts 
comfort from her. 

Give ear to the chaunt of Naphtali : 

My heart is heavy within me, Judah, and 
the wells of my grief are dried up 
for much weeping. 

For mine eyes have seen thy sore affliction^ 
and mine ears have heard thy woe- 
ful lamentation, 
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The Lord of Hosts hath turned His face 

from usy and the enemy defileth His 

sanctuary. 
They have humbled His people in the dust 

and heaped indignities upon His 

chosen princes. 
They have laid wctste our palaces with 

fire and hold up our daughters to 

mart in the public places. 
Our children cry to us in vain for breads 

and our old men perish for lack of 

sustenance. 
Our loins are girded cd>out with sackcloth 

and upon our heads are the ashes of 

desolation. 
We have poured out our hearts like water ^ 

and piteously spread forth our hands 

in supplication. 
The cords of our harps are torn asunder; 

on every hand is heard the voice of 

the people wailing. 
For thou wast betrayed^ ferusalem^ thou 

wast delivered into the hands of the 

adversary. 
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So intense was the impression caused by 
Naphtali's wonderful art that the bowels of 
the company were actually moved with com- 
passion because of the woes of Judah, and 
even the heart of the king was touched. 
The effect of the sorrowful melopoeia upon 
Miraone was startling. Had she wearied of 
playing the queen .^ Had her power and 
coveted magnificence become an onerous 
burden to her } Had her thoughts, when 
she was alone with them, gone back to the 
man who had so loved her, and whom she 
had so cruelly betrayed, bereaving him at 
once of love and honour and country } Had 
the love that he had lavished upon her and 
which she had disdained left a seed that, 
nourished by separation from him and the 
palling rdle she had assumed, had in secret 
begun to germ } Had this palling r61e been 
her worst punishment? The salt tears ran 
from her eyes in a copious stream, and with 
her finger nails she tore her breasts in an 
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agony of remorse. In this wise was the 
boast of Naphtali made good, that he would 
cause adamant to melt, and a rock to dis- 
solve as wax in the heat of the furnace; 

And Sennacherib the Generous spoke to 
Naphtali with soft words, saying: 

" Well pleased am I, O Naphtali, thou that 
movest the hearts of men as thou listest 
with the music of thy harp. Now verily do 
I believe that thou canst tame the beasts of 
the desert. Thou art inspired of the gods^ 
and, that I may find favour in their sighti I 
will exalt thee above the princes. Come thou 
and sit at my right hand, that all men may 
do thee honour." 

By these words Naphtali knew that the 
dial of fate at last marked the hour of ven- 
geance, and suddenly, with this realisation, a 
portion of the vision that had come to him 
on the road to Babylon was interpreted, and 
established in his mind beyond further pos- 
sible doubt the sacredness of his missioa. 
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" O Naphtalii saviour of the worlds arise ^ 
avenge and save ! " 

It was all clear now. Yaveh had not only 
brought him face to face with Miraone the 
Betrayer, but at the same instant had placed 
Sennacherib the Oppressor in his power. He 
was the instrument chosen to effect a move 
in the all-wise plan that was to eventuate in 
the glory and supremacy of Judah. 

'* Out of death shall come life. Out of the 
darkness shall come light. Out of oppression 
shall come freedom, . , . In that day thy peo- 
ple ^ even the children of Abraham^ shall teach 
the brotherhood of man'^ 

The removal of Sennacherib, the Mighty 
Tyrant, meant the beginning of the downfall 
of Assyria foretold by the prophets. 

" O Naphtalif saviour of the worlds arise^ 
avenge and save ! " 

He ascended the steps of the throne, 
loosening as he went the long keen knife 
from its cunning sheath in the pillar of the 
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harp. Quickly he drew it, and plunged it 
with such violence into Miraone's body that 
it was buried to the hilt, and cleft her heart 
in twain. 

Then he turned upon Sennacherib, crying : 

«*Thus, O king, do I make the walls of 
Nineveh to tremble to their foundations." 

He struck with the knife, but the king in 
his strength made great by fear pushed his 
arm aside and fled from the throne, calling in 
a terrible voice to the princes. 

Like a flash Vashti had darted to Naph- 
tali^s side, as he sought to pursue Sennach- 
erib. Before he could reach the lowest 
step of the throne the whole company with 
wild yells had rushed upon him. There was 
a sharp, brief struggle. Naphtali, before he 
could accomplish his purpose of taking his 
own life, was beaten down with Vashti beside 
him. Then they were bound from head to 
foot with strong cords, and held to await the 
king's commands. 
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The Kiss 



•* . . . once he drew 
With one long kiss my whole soul through 
My lips." Tennyson. 
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HERE was an air of festivity 
about Nineveh. The popu- 
lation was astir, and all faces 
and all steps were turned in 
the direction of the north- 
west gate, at which there 
was a great outpouring of sightseers. It 
was the principal gate of the city, the Gate 
of the King, through which Sennacherib the 
All-Conquering and his army had marched 
forth to many victorious wars. But the 
exodus of the people on this occasion was 
not to follow with enthusiastic acclaim the 
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soldiery starting on a campaign of conquest. 
There were soldiers by the thousand on the 
plain, marshalled in all their brilliant pano- 
ply, and they were there to engage in car- 
nage, but a carnage without the extenuating 
circumstances of military necessity or glory, 
— a hideous butchery. It was the day of 
the execution of fighting men, prisoners of 
war, long deferred by the king*s dalliance 
with the delights of love, that had been 
brought to such a tragic termination by 
Naphtali. The monarch's worst passions had 
been roused by the murder of Miraone, and 
the attempt upon his own life. He was bent 
upon effacing the double crime in another 
tragedy of blood, a carnival of cruelty that 
should be memorable in the sanguinary 
annals of Assyrian massacre, and the clou 
of which was to be the putting to death of 
Naphtali and his accomplice. No fewer 
than two thousand prisoners had been doomed 
to death in its most horrible forms, 
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When Naphtali and Vashti were brought 
from the separate dungeons in which they 
had been confined, the slaughter already was 
far advanced. Nature seemed to smile upon 
the exhibition of man's inhumanity to man. 
The sun shone in all its splendour, bathing 
the city in its light, and gilding the ripples 
that sparkled and danced upon the surface 
of the Tigris under the impulsion of a gentle 
breeze. But the taint of blood was in the 
air. It had been scented by the lions and 
tigers in the menagerie, as was attested by 
their furious and continuous roaring. It had 
made of the people of Nineveh beasts more 
savage and far more cruel than these wild 
animals. Great flocks of scavenger birds 
wheeled heavily, in ceaseless circles, over the 
northwest wall and the plain beyond. 

Naphtali and Vashti, suffering from many 
wounds, and very weak, were made to enter 
a chariot, and stood side by side. Naphtali 
was bound with heavy chains so that he 
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could not move his arms. Vashti's limbs 
were free ; there was nothing to apprehend 
from this frail "boy** who scarce could keep 
" his '* feet. Spitted upon a high iron stake 
riveted to the front of the chariot was the 
body of Suli-Akhi, guilty of the crime of 
bringing them to Nineveh. Trailing behind 
the vehicle on foot, and chained together, 
was a motley procession of condemned cap- 
tives, of all sizes, and of practically all the 
shades of colour that the human skin as- 
sumes. They were guarded by a strong 
force of soldiers. 

The lugubrious cortege made its way at a 
slow pace through the immense mob that had 
remained in the city or had reentered it in 
order to get a good view of the principal 
prisoner, the giant who had attempted to kill 
the king on his very throne, and had slain 
the queen-favourite. The people howled and 
jeered and assailed him with showers of 
stones that bruised and cut him, and also 
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wounded Vashti, the charioteer, and the 
guarding warriors, and caused the horses to 
break into a mad gallop that their driver and 
the escort had difficulty in checking. Vashti 
glared at their tormentors angrily. The 
soldiers laid about them with spears and 
swords. As to Naphtali, he remained abso- 
lutely impassive, indifferent alike to the 
cries and the blows of the crowd. 

The singer welcomed death in any shape. 
He had fulfilled the self-imposed mission 
that he had set out to accomplish, even if 
he had failed in what he had believed to be 
the high emprise, God-inspired, of overthrow- 
ing Sennacherib. He had visited justice upon 
his faithless spouse. He had heard her ex- 
piring gasp. Yet though he had so lusted 
for her blood he felt no grim satisfaction that 
he had had his vengeance of her. It had 
brought him no peace of mind — had not 
assuaged his mental torment in the slightest 
degree. Her face with its inexpressible look 
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of agonised terror was ever before his eyes, 
as before it ever had been with its seductive 
smile that had filled him with exquisite bliss 
and pain. Sleeping and waking it was there. 
He could not shut it out, nor divert his 
thoughts from it. The tragedy was reacted 
every minute of his life. Only the oblivion 
of death could relieve him from its obsession, 
the persecution of his own thoughts. 

As the procession emerged from the city a 
frightful spectacle met the doomed men's 
gaze. The walls were black with people, 
who also swarmed on the plain about a vast 
square, three sides of which were formed by 
a triple line of soldiers, the fourth side being 
the wall. Around the square on lofty poles 
impaled bodies hung limply. Others, with 
the vital spark not yet extinct, were sus- 
pended on hooks on the wall. Between the 
poles heads, hands, and feet had been piled 
in separate heaps. Spread eagled on the 
ground, their wrists and ankles attached to 
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short stakes, nude men were being skinned 
alive, and the air was filled with their har- 
rowing shrieks and raucous growls of agony. 
Others, their eyes having been put out, were 
waiting dumbly in chained groups for the fur- 
ther torture that was to end in death. 

Sennacherib the Pitiless, in a magnificent 
chariot, and attended by his full court, had 
taken up his position within the square near 
the middle of the side facing the wall. 

The unhappy captives in Naphtali's train 
were variously affected by the scene. Some 
were in a condition of hebetude from fear. 
Some struggled to free themselves from their 
shackles with the mad thought of escaping. 
Some collapsed and sank to the ground, and 
had to be prodded with the spears and swords 
of the guards before they could be galvanised 
into life again. Some wailed. Some moaned. 
A few appeared stoically resigned to their 
fate. Some howled defiance at the surround- 
ing soldiers and crowds, called for arms, and 
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dared the Assyrians to combat. Some, bereft 
of sense, gibbered or laughed wildly. 

The appearance of the chariot with its 
ghastly figurehead was hailed with a roar 
from wall and plain. 

Naphtali, erect, gazing haughtily about 
him, felt Vashti cowering at his side. She 
was trembling violently, and had buried her 
face in her hands to shut out the sight. As 
he looked at her his heart melted with grief 
and compassion. 

"Alas! poor child," he said, brokenly. 
"Thou wouldst have it so. Would to God 
that thou hadst never seen me. Would that 
I could give my life for thine at the price of 
endless torture. No pain of body could 
equal the anguish of my mind at the thought 
that I have brought thee to this fearful 
doom, thou who ever hast been good, ever 
loving and brave and true." 

"Lord," answered the girl, looking up 

quickly, "grieve not for me. I would not 
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change places with any woman in the world. 
Not to have known thee were not to have 
known happiness. Not to have loved thee 
were not to have lived. To die with thee is 
the favour I have ever solicited. Yet now, 
in this supreme moment, one supreme boon 
I ask of thee : thou canst not refuse me 
this, — one kiss. Give me back, I adjure 
thee, the kiss I imprinted on thine uncon- 
scious, enfevered mouth, a kiss that shall 
speed me into the world of spirits, a kiss 
that will linger on my lips for ever and 
ever." 

The girl had forgotten their position, their 
surroundings. Her hands were clasped en- 
treatingly. The light of her great love 
shone unrestrained in her expectant eyes, 
and its glory had transfigured her. 

The chariot had stopped in front of Sen- 
nacherib. The captives behind it had been 
marched off toward the wall. 

Naphtali, at the bidding of the soldiers, 
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stepped from the vehicle. As he did so he 
turned and kissed Vashti tenderly. She took 
his face between her hands, and pressed her 
lips tightly to his. For an instant she held 
him thus, then her hands relaxed their clasp, 
and she sank down in the chariot and rolled 
ofif to the ground. Naphtali, gasping, his 
eyes rolling, staggered back, reeled, and fell 
beside her. 

Between her lips Vashti had held a globule 
of poison which she crushed as Naphtali*s 
lips met hers, and forced part of the deadly 
fluid into his mouth. Its effect had been 
as though a lightning bolt had struck them. 

The girl had secured the poison from a 
fortune-teller of Babylon, a woman skilled 
in toxic science and the preparation of love 
philters. She had treasured it in order that 
she might die when Naphtali did, or that it 
might save him from the terrible punishment 
that would follow the slaying of Miraone if 

his plan to take his own life with hers did 
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not succeed. At the last minute she had 
seen how it could be made to serve the pur- 
pose for both of them, and at the same time 
effect the realisation of her cherished desire 
that her death should be simultaneous with 
his. 

When the soldiers went to them and found 
that they were dead, and saw the evidence 
of the cause of death on their lips, Sen- 
nacherib, thwarted of his revenge, was beside 
himself with rage. He ordered that both 
bodies be subjected to the most horrible 
mutilation in his presence. But in stripping 
the body of Vashti the soldiers, to their 
amazement, discovered that she was a woman. 
The astonishment of the king on being in- 
formed of this fact was not less than that 
of his men-at-arms. His humour immedi- 
ately changed, and he laughed loud and long. 
Then he spoke to the soldiers, saying : 

" I now Ayill that the bodies be not muti- 
lated ; that they be bound together and 
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burned at the northwest gate and their 
ashes scattered to the winds ; but first that 
their heads be struck ofif and, lip to lip, be 
spiked over the inner entrance of the gate 
that all the city may see them.*' 

As Sennacherib the Merciful commanded, 
so was it done, and ever afterwards, until 
Nineveh perished from the face of the earth, 
the Gate of the King was called by the 
people the Gate of the Kiss. 



THE END. 
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